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TA L I S M A N
GRIT
Issue No. 04
About the cover photo: This image seeks to represent the dichotomy 
between beauty and grit. It symbolizes the idea that even out of filth 
and impurity, something beautiful can emerge.
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As a journalism student (and someone who just so happens to be an eternal optimist), I love being 
able to tell beautiful stories. Many times, my favorites are the ones that offer a happy ending — easy 
reads that make me feel good about myself and the world around me. 
When this type of story presents itself, it is a joy to tell. But I’m realizing the best stories are 
often the ones that go deeper. They’re born out of conflict and struggle. They don’t shy away from 
imperfection; they highlight true human strength and the sometimes messy parts of our lives.
They’re stories about people with grit.
Psychologist Angela Duckworth, a New York Times bestselling author, describes grit as “a 
combination of passion and perseverance,” and she writes that it is the characteristic that separates 
naturally talented people from those who actually go on to make great achievements. 
As we crafted this magazine, our staff focused on the literal definition of grit and the dirtiness 
that word suggests — conjuring up images of mud, dirt and grime. But we also focused on grit as 
a form of individual power, manifested in people who don’t let difficulty or hardship or messiness 
define their lives and their stories. Instead, they tap into the courage and resolve it takes to 
overcome an obstacle and effect change. Out of brokenness, people with grit create something 
beautiful. 
In this issue, we wanted to share these types of authentic and honest human stories with you. 
As you turn the pages, you’ll read about a group from WKU that traveled to the remote steppes 
of Mongolia to continue their research (page 26), about students who’ve decided to ignore cultural 
norms and make their own decisions about their bodies (page 34), about the way the Time’s 
Up movement has manifested itself in Kentucky politics (page 40) and about people who have 
overcome addiction and injury (page 70 and page 80).
We hope these stories inspire you to embrace the grit around you and to live out your own 
important and meaningful story — the one that only you can tell. 
- Helen Gibson, Editor-in-Chief
Happy reading,


















































































*not an editorial board member
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A Jersey cow looks up from its morning feed at 
Chaney’s Dairy Barn on Tuesday, Feb. 20. Jersey 
cows will eat about 30 to 40 pounds of feed a day.
7
story by MAX ZAMBRANO photos by SILAS WALKER
On an unusually warm February morning, before the sun broke the 
horizon, the only sound that could be heard was the occasional “moo” 
of an awakening cow. The scent of cow manure lingered in the air. This 
early start was just another day for Carl Chaney, who wasted little time 
getting down to work.
Sitting in front of his computer, Carl Chaney proceeded with his first 
order of business. He rummaged through the papers covering his desk 
and began to sort the farm’s daily tasks.
Carl Chaney and his wife, Debra Chaney, founded Chaney’s Dairy 
Barn in 2003. Carl Chaney’s great-grandfather, James Riley Chaney, 
purchased the farm in the late 1800s. The farm had “everything,” Carl 
Chaney said, from chickens and pigs to beef cattle and tobacco.
“You name it, we had it,” he said.
In 1940, the farm narrowed its focus down from a diverse set of 
endeavors to exclusively dairy. The line of succession went down the 
family tree to Carl Chaney in 1988. For him, there was never a doubt he 
wanted to run the farm. He has memories that date back to March 1960, 
when he remembers his father and sister plowing through 24 inches of 
snow on a tractor down Highway 31W to get to the store. 
In the early part of the 21st century, after struggling to maintain 
profits, the Chaney family spent years researching alternatives and 
solutions. They learned that other dairy farms were producing and 
selling homemade ice cream in order to stay afloat. 
Carl and Debra Chaney then saw a PBS documentary regarding an ice 
cream course at Pennsylvania State University. In January 2003, the two 
attended the 10-day course, where they learned how to make ice cream 
mix, the difference in solid and butterfat levels and how to combine 
these skills to make good ice cream. Afterward, they stayed for another 
four-day exercise focused on the retail process. 
Every year since, they visit the National Ice Cream Retailers Association 
where they enter contests and learn more about marketing, cleaning and 
selling ice cream.
Now, the Chaneys are known for serving the community the fruits of 
their knowledge, all the while putting in numerous hours creating the 
delicacy.
THE EARLY BIRD
At his desk, Carl Chaney began sorting through a complex chart of 
numbers and casually mentioned the “robot” in the next room. The chart 
was a labyrinth of information containing statistics about each of the 
cows that needed to be milked. 
Carl Chaney realized the vast set of numbers on his screen would be 
bewildering to someone unfamiliar with the work and decided to show 
off the machine that recorded the information.
In a bright white room, the space hummed as the robot adjusted a 
Jersey cow’s udders to sync up to the machine. When the cow finished 
milking, the gate opened for her to leave. As the exit closed, the entrance 
gate opened for another cow who walked in, got comfortably situated by 
the robot and was milked. 
“We do not force the cows into the robot,” Carl Chaney said. “They go 
in completely on their own.” 
The robot, formally named “Lely Astronaut,” is relatively new to 
Chaney’s farm. Introduced on June 14, 2016, it has played a significant 
role in efficiency and productivity. Carl Chaney said prior to the robot’s 
inception, the cows were milked by hand and demanded more work.
The robot also helps ensure the health and safety of the animals. 
According to a sign posted along the self-guided tour, the robot can 
detect the weight and production of each cow, allowing for health 
concerns to be detected sooner. The robot can scan this information 
with a sensor wrapped around the cows’ necks, similar to a dog collar. 
While advanced machinery improves the process of daily work, 
countless other areas of the farm must still be maintained manually.
Chaney moved on to his next task of cleaning out the farmhouse. After 
crossing to the other side of the fence in his protective boots and farming 
attire, he entered the farmhouse where the 53 milk cows are kept. 
Using a tractor, he pushed all of the excess mud and manure out of 
the farmhouse. Keeping the cows clean is not simply for looks, he said. 
Cleaner cows help the robot operate better. He searched for a cow 




Jersey cows look up from their morning feed at 
Chaney’s Dairy Barn on Tuesday, Feb. 20. The farm has 
been in the family since the late 1800s and is currently 
owned by Carl Chaney and his wife, Debra Chaney.
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IT TAKES A VILLAGE
At this point, Carl Chaney’s work on the farm was over for the time 
being. He was scheduled to speak to an elementary school class, so he 
turned over the work to his niece, Dory Baker. 
Baker has been a crucial addition to the farm. Prior to her working full 
time, Carl Chaney said he and his wife were worried they might have to 
stop working because of how intense and demanding the labor was for 
them.  
Twelve hours shifts may sound like madness to some, but they are very 
typical for Baker, who began the day at 7 a.m. cleaning the robot down 
with a hose. Her focus then shifted to getting feed ready for all the cows 
on the farm. 
Up to this point, Carl Chaney had focused on the more mature cattle, 
but Baker assumes responsibility for all the cows at Chaney’s — about 
120. One of the main challenges, Baker said, is that the farm has twice as 
many cows as it should. She said farms typically have one cow for every 
acre of land, and the Chaneys own 53 acres.
“It’s where the help of neighbors is important,” she said. 
Neighbors allow the farm to grow produce like hay, which serves 
as the cows’ food supply, on their land in order to keep the operation 
sustainable. Without such assistance, the number of cattle on the farm 
would be overwhelming.  
On top of the manual labor on which farm work relies, Baker said 
farming also requires scientific knowledge. She attended Virginia Tech 
University majoring in dairy science before she got a call from her uncle 
asking her to come help on the farm. 
“This is where my degree was going to take me anyway,” she said.
Baker said the calves need 3 to 5 percent of their body weight in food 
until they turn 5 years old. After taking care of feed for the older cattle, 
she prepared food for the younger calves. She carried several large 
bottles of milk around, one for each of the calves who eagerly awaited 
her in their pens. The youngest, only a few days old, staggered out of its 
pen to drink its bottle. 
Baker acknowledged the hard work in caring for the farm, saying the 
cows’ health often “keeps her up at night.” But the late nights and early 
mornings are worth it because of the passion she holds for the cows. She 
said watching them grow up and hit milestones was one of the greatest 
parts of working on the farm.
MONEY DOESN’T GROW ON TREES 
Another issue Baker pointed out was the immense cost of running 
Chaney’s. The cost of production for 100 pounds of milk is $20. The 
most they can profit off the same amount is $16. This forced Chaney’s to 
implement other means of business in order to keep the farm running. As 
ABOVE: Dory Baker fills up buckets to feed 
growing calves at Chaney’s Dairy Barn. Baker 
spends most of her time on the farm caring for 
the cows. “I love it,” she said. “I dropped out of 
school to come work here.”
BELOW: Baker cleans out the milking 
machine before sunrise. The machine 
milks the cows whenever necessary.
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such, creating and marketing Chaney’s Dairy Barn as a local destination 
was a major step for the business. 
Now, school field trips and local events are held there throughout the 
year. Crowds come from miles around to catch a glimpse of a working 
farm and taste the sweet product of the Chaney family’s labor. This is 
especially true in the warmer months. 
Brie Gatlin manages the making of ice cream at Chaney’s, and on her 
busiest of days she said she could run through hundreds of pounds of 
ice cream.
“I worked during the eclipse last year, and at one point our sink was 
barely able to drip water because it just couldn’t keep up,” she said.
A LOCAL LEGACY
The family-run business has shared its close-knit feel with the rest of 
the Bowling Green community. 
From being the site where thousands witnessed a celestial phenomenon, 
to selling ice cream in Diddle Arena at every home basketball game, as 
well as at countless visits across the community, Carl and Debra Chaney 
have cemented Chaney’s Dairy Barn in local life. It also received national 
attention when USA Today named it the number one ice cream parlor in 
Kentucky in 2008.
“We’re proud of what we’ve accomplished in 15 years, and I can’t wait 
to see what the next 15 has in store,” Carl Chaney said. 
Baker pets a young calf the dairy farm. “They all have 
different personalities,” she said. “You can tell them 
apart after a while.” Baker enjoys spending time with 




In the beginning, ox-driven carts hauled slabs of stone 
down single-lane dirt roads. Suspenders and hats in 
place, men were poised for another day of work. They 
walked alongside the carts as the team drudged for 
miles — wooden wheels creaking with each step.
Able to withstand 3,000 pounds of pressure per 
square inch, those slabs were not traveling to ordinary 
construction sites. With each stone, quarrymen were 
erecting legacies.
Within a few decades, places like downtown 
Bowling Green and WKU would be unrecognizable  — 
transformed by the impact of local limestone quarries.
From the 1830s to the 1930s, limestone from Bowling 
Green dominated Warren County construction. Bowling 
Green stands on a 50-mile bed of oolitic limestone, but, 
in the early 19th century, the city was unaware of the 
stone’s quality, worth and utility.
However, Bowling Green native John Howarth seized 
an opportunity, purchased land for $20, and established 
the White Stone Quarry in 1833.
As production began, the stone was praised for its 
strength and coloration, winning competitions against 
Ohio Buena Vista Freestone, Joliet Limestone and 
Bedford Limestone. The White Stone Quarry president 
often claimed that the oolitic limestone was even fire-
resistant.
In 1839, the earliest building made from the quarry’s 
limestone was set in place on the downtown square: 
old Citizens National Bank. When the bank caught fire 
in 1984, the fire-resistant claims were confirmed, for 
nothing was left but the original limestone framework 
from White Stone Quarry.
Howarth and his men worked the quarry for 23 years, 
hauling the stone for miles by cart over country roads, 
yet the deed traded hands over several decades. As 
America met an era of industrialization and railroad 
systems, a corporation intercepted and established a 
permanent legacy, rebranding the quarry operation as 
the “Bowling Green White Stone Company” in 1905.
In 1906, the early framework of WKU began to take 
shape, and President Henry Hardin Cherry planned to 
take full advantage of oolitic limestone’s beauty and 
strength.
An expert on the origin and architecture of WKU’s 
campus, Library and Special Collections department 
head Jonathan Jeffrey penned articles on Cherry’s 
interests in education and architecture.
“Henry Hardin Cherry was determined to build a 
beautiful, immense, classically-influenced temple at the 
top of the Hill,” Jeffrey said. “He wanted WKU’s temple 
to be one of knowledge and academia.”
Despite Cherry’s wishes, the Public Works 
Administration forced architect Brinton B. Davis to 
outsource Cherry Hall’s limestone from Indiana due 
to local production and material costs. The PWA felt 
that using “Bowling Green stone” was uneconomical. 
So, architects were forced to use Bedford Limestone 
instead.
However, Cherry and Davis later incorporated local 
industry into WKU construction, conforming with 
construction trends in downtown Bowling Green and 
nationwide.
story by DELANEY HOLT
This photo, from the WKU archives, shows White 
Stone Quarry at the peak of its production. Bowling 
Green native John Howarth established White Stone 
Quarry in 1833, and oolitic limestone from the 




This natural cavern at Caden Quarry was once used to store dynamite that would 
be used to break limestone rocks up into slabs, which were then transported by 
river to downtown Bowling Green.
PHOTO BY GRACE PRITCHETT
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Until the Great Depression, the Bowling 
Green White Stone Company continued to 
provide material to downtown and university 
construction sites, as well as national sites in 
New York, Missouri and Ohio — to name a few.
Locally, First Baptist Church, the Houchens 
Industries headquarters, the Warren County 
Courthouse and the Van Meter Hall columns 
all contain oolitic limestone from White Stone 
Quarry. The stone for the Kentucky Building 
columns — hauled from the northeast side of 
White Stone Quarry Hill — marked the final 
project for the Bowling Green White Stone 
Company.
Unable to recover from the economic 
hardships of the Great Depression, the 
Bowling Green White Stone Company ceased 
production, and the White Stone Quarry 
closed. It now remains untouched, sealed 
behind a padlocked gate.
Much of this history would have remained 
unrecorded if a curious WKU history major had 
not pursued the information in the 1980s.
Christy Spurlock grew up on L C Carr 
Road in Bowling Green, adjacent to the old 
White Stone Quarry. While attending WKU 
in the 1980s, she decided to dig deeper into 
the quarry’s history in an effort to write an 
original research paper. Spurlock is now the 
Kentucky Museum education curator, and her 
research has become the primary resource on 
the history of White Stone Quarry, including 
for this story.
“I had visited the abandoned quarry ruins and 
knew that some of the neighborhood families 
had relatives who had worked there,” Spurlock 
said. “But, like most self-absorbed 20 year olds, 
I had no sense of the significance of the quarry 
to the neighborhood, county and state.” 
In 1984, she partnered with a former 
quarryman, her 75-year-old neighbor Roscoe 
Alford. Together, they uncovered and recorded 
the history of White Stone Quarry.
With Alford’s help, Spurlock was able to 
interview a variety of individuals whose family 
members had worked and lived on the quarry 
grounds during the pinnacle of its success.
“As I listened and questioned Mr. Alford and 
the others, looked through photographs and 
researched deeds and maps, this fascinating 
picture began to emerge for me of this once-
thriving business and the lasting impact it had 
on my community,” Spurlock said.
During the 1920s, White Stone quarrymen 
were paid 30 to 40 cents an hour, working six 
full days one week and five and a half days on 
alternate weeks. They clocked in at 6:30 a.m. 
and clocked out at 5 p.m., with a steam whistle 
signaling a 35-minute lunch break at noon.
While reviewing interviews and research, 
Spurlock realized that the hard work was an 
endless sense of pride for the quarrymen.
“Working in White Stone was a physically 
hard way to earn a living,” Spurlock said. “But, 
every man took pride in his product. Years 
later, they could walk through town or campus, 
point at a building and smile at the fact that 
they had helped construct it. Their work had 
true value.”
However, White Stone Quarry was only one 
of as many as 22 quarries in Bowling Green 
that cut and distributed limestone throughout 
the late 19th and early 20th centuries.
About 10 miles northwest of downtown 
Bowling Green, on the banks of the Gasper 
River, stood the remains of another, much 
smaller operation: Caden Quarry.
Since the 1930s, Caden Quarry had been 
owned by the Swetmon family. Shelby (S.V.) 
Swetmon purchased the land from the Caden 
family around 1933, and, in the 1960s, S.V. and 
his two brothers separated the land among 
themselves.
As of 2018, David Swetmon, S.V.’s son, 
protected the remnants of the abandoned 
quarry.
Barbed wire disconnected visitors from 
the center of Caden Quarry, discouraging 
trespassers from destroying the historic site or vandalizing the property. 
Ferns and poplar trees reclaimed the machinery and remaining stones, 
marking almost a century of inactivity.
It was apparent that around 1930 production had simply ceased. 
Like White Stone Quarry, Caden Quarry’s business had been gravely 
impacted by the Great Depression and the burgeoning concrete block 
industry. In addition, the PWA had voiced concerns about encroachment 
on the limestone formation’s stability.
In its prime, Caden Quarry had routinely floated limestone slabs down 
the Gasper River, redirecting those slabs to the Barren River and later 
delivering them to the Southern Cut Stone Company on Church Street.
“I can’t imagine being down here when production was in full swing,” 
Swetmon said. “For that day and time, the technology had to be 
advanced. The workers had to have been proud to work here.”
Smaller quarries, like Caden Quarry, provided limestone for slighter, 
concentrated projects in the Bowling Green area. As slabs from White 
Stone Quarry were polished for the Warren County Courthouse, Caden 
Quarry stone was prepared for nondescript ornamental facets, borders 
and cupolas.
At the height of production, Caden Quarry employed around 50 
quarrymen. A department store, a foreman’s home, a dynamite cavern 
and 15 homes were also present in the area.
However, like the majority of Bowling Green’s quarrymen, Caden 
Quarry’s employees were forced to find other means of income after the 
Great Depression.
Several decades later, in the 1960s, S.V. Swetmon intended to begin 
crushing the limestone rubble left from production. He had purchased 
the necessary equipment and voiced his plans to his family and friends.
“He figured out pretty fast that the rock-crushing idea wasn’t going 
to work out,” Swetmon said. “It turned out to be a bigger job than he 
expected, so he left it alone.”
As history slowly disintegrated, owners of Bowling Green’s abandoned 
quarries faced decisions about whether or not to resume production. The 
limestone material was still viable, and technology had vastly improved.
Owners like David Swetmon appreciated the history that they owned 
and were determined to protect it, but they have been uninterested in 
resurrecting the industry.
“People keep telling me to open it back up,” Swetmon said. “I just don’t 
have any interest in it. I like the quarry — the area — the way it is now.”
Bowling Green’s limestone production was fated to become a chapter 
in history, yet its impact has been long-lasting. Oolitic limestone had 
created an incomparable legacy that generations of Bowling Green 
residents would treasure for centuries to come. 
Construction on the Kentucky Building began 
in August 1931, and the exterior was completed 
later that fall, but the Great Depression made it 
difficult to raise enough money to complete the 
interior. President Henry Hardin Cherry launched a 
fundraising campaign in 1935, and by September 
1939, the Kentucky Building was finally complete, 
thanks to money from students, faculty, the Public 
Works Administration and the general public.
PHOTO BY MICHAEL BLACKSHIRE
David Swetmon, now owner of the land where 
Caden Quarry once existed, stands by a mass 
of limestone. Quarry workers used dynamite on 
these until the Public Works Administration made 
production stop out of fear it would compromise 
stability of the land mass.
PHOTO BY GRACE PRITCHETT
Slabs of Oolitic limestone from Caden Quarry 
helped to build the framework of many iconic 
Bowling Green buildings. These slabs were part 
of a quarry operation in production until 1930, 
when the Great Depression hit.
PHOTO BY GRACE PRITCHETT
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This house was once owned by the foreman of Caden 
Quarry in the early 1900s. David Swetmon, who now 
owns the quarry’s land, said remnants of newspapers 
from the Great Depression era are slathered on the 
walls as if they had been used as wallpaper.




story by RYLEE McKEE photos by GRACE PRITCHETT
“Five, six, seven, eight!”
Lights illuminated a formation of perfectly poised dancers. Energy radiated between 
them as they twirled and leapt across the floor. The steps flowed together in a current 
of motion. On stage, these dancers seemed to act with ease as they performed for the 
audience at the Sloan Convention Center on Jan. 27. However, a peek behind the curtain 
would have revealed the endless practices, determination and perseverance that led to 
this moment. 
BellaMoxi artistic director Ashleigh Keefer, a Bowling Green native and WKU graduate, 
wanted to encapsulate this idea of both effortless beauty and hardship in the name of 
her dance troupe, BellaMoxi. BellaMoxi is an Italian phrase that translates to “beautiful 
grit.” Keefer said the name comes from the beauty of dance as seen on stage combined 
with the grit behind it that the audience does not see. 
“In dance, sometimes it’s a very beautiful thing, and sometimes it’s really, really hard,” 
Keefer said. “So, it’s just combining those two things to really understand what it means 
to be a dancer.”
Grit
21
Dance teams from around the country perform on stage 
in front of judges at a dance competition on Friday, Jan. 
26, the first day of the BellaMoxi Dance Convention in 
Bowling Green. WKU alumna Ashleigh Keefer started 
BellaMoxi, which is now in its third season. 
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CREATING A CONVENTION
Keefer’s story as a dancer, teacher and businesswoman has also been 
one of struggle and triumph. Her love for the art developed as she grew 
up dancing at the Dance Arts of Bowling Green studio. She later studied 
at WKU and where she graduated in 2008 with a bachelor’s degree in 
psychology and a minor in dance. In 2010, she earned another bachelor’s 
degree from WKU — this time, in dance. After graduating, Keefer 
became a director at Dance Arts and started a family. 
As she took her children to dance conventions and competitions while 
teaching at Dance Arts, Keefer realized something was missing. The 
kids who participated in these competitions were not getting to focus on 
concert dance styles, such as ballet and modern techniques. 
However, Keefer started noticing a versatility in professional dancers 
that no one seemed to be teaching. Ballet principal dancers were in 
musicals on Broadway, and commercial-based dancers were performing 
in genres like hip-hop in Los Angeles. These two types of dance had 
started coming together when artists from LA began doing choreography 
for dance companies in New York City. 
“There was this crossover happening, and no convention really tapped 
into that,” Keefer said. “The concert and commercial dance were very 
separate.”
So, in 2015, Keefer said she tried to solve this problem by creating 
BellaMoxi, a dance troupe that travels as a dance convention, competition 
and choreographic festival, giving young dancers the opportunity to 
learn and perform the different styles. 
“With BellaMoxi, I just incorporated bringing these styles together in 
one place so that people could have the best of both worlds,” Keefer 
said.
Keefer said that making BellaMoxi successful was a challenge. Since 
most people in the dance industry are based either in LA or New York 
City, she had to prove to many people the worth of her convention 
because she was from Kentucky, an area not notable for dance. 
“I think being a woman who is young and from Kentucky, which is not 
in these areas where it’s very prominent, made me very strong,” Keefer 
said. “I had to really stand on what product I was making.”
Keefer started BellaMoxi with a single investor. They are now in their 
third season of the dance convention and although they still have a small 
team, Keefer said they have grown and improved along the way. 
Cadence Rose of Richmond watches 
as instructors teach ballet during the 
BellaMoxi dance convention on Jan. 28. 
Dance teams from across the nation came 
to workshop and compete in the three-day 
convention in Bowling Green. 
23
AN INSTRUCTOR’S INFLUENCE 
As artistic director, Keefer has responsibility over the entire convention. 
Nothing is done without her approval as she handles the scheduling, 
venues and, most importantly, the team.
Although Keefer started her convention mostly on her own, she now 
has assistants and teachers under her direction whom she has helped 
lead into dance careers. One of these people is BellaMoxi teacher Gerran 
Reese. 
Reese teaches dance professionally in LA and joined the BellaMoxi 
faculty in 2015. He was introduced to Keefer through a colleague who 
asked if he would be interested in applying for a spot on the convention. 
Since then, he has developed a working relationship with Keefer that he 
said has had a large impact on his life.
“Ashleigh was one of the first people who gave me a spot on the 
convention,” Reese said. “She believed in me and has nurtured me and 
given me so much love when it comes to my art. Ashleigh believes in 
elevating her teachers no matter what level they are and bringing us to a 
really high standard.”
Reese added that Keefer has hired a diverse set of faculty — instructors 
who have experience in every style of dance. For him, this adds to the 
purpose of BellaMoxi, which is bridging the gap between commercial 
and concert dance. 
In this sense, Reese said, BellaMoxi is paving its own way and leaving 
an imprint in the dance community across the country.
Another person Keefer has mentored is former WKU student Eliah 
Furlong. Furlong grew up in Bowling Green and performed as a Dance 
Arts student and as part of the SOKY Dance Ensemble, which was the 
pre-professional dance program in Bowling Green. 
When he attended Dance Arts, Keefer was his teacher for various 
classes. He and Keefer developed a close relationship over the years as 
he went from being her student to assisting her in classes for the younger 
kids when he was around middle school age. She mentored him and 
encouraged him to teach his own classes as an adult.
“When I went to Western, I stopped teaching [at Dance Arts], but 
luckily BellaMoxi has kept me in the classroom,” said Furlong, who is 
now a faculty assistant with BellaMoxi.
Ashleigh Keefer graduated from WKU in 
2010 with a major in dance. Keefer started 
BellaMoxi after seeing a lack of ballet-based, 
concert dance conventions that have both a 
competition and workshop component.
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Keefer (center) stands with students of a class at Dance Arts of Bowling 
Green. Keefer grew up dancing there and said she enjoys being surrounded 
by people just as passionate about dance as she is. “It’s more inspiring than 
anything ... makes you want to be better,” she said.
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DETERMINATION IN DANCE
Furlong said stamina is at the center of BellaMoxi. As a faculty 
assistant, he is up at late hours rehearsing, and he spends his 
weekends dancing. 
“The faculty push you to not just be this fluff, commercial 
dance stuff,” Furlong said. “They want the real movement that’s 
raw and straight from your soul, not just a step.”
For Dagny Hamilton, a WKU alumna and BellaMoxi employee, 
this is what dancing is all about. 
“Dance is the one art where you can express yourself 
completely without words, without anything except your body,” 
Hamilton said. 
Currently, Hamilton works as Keefer’s assistant, running the 
software for registration, organizing travel and managing the 
stage. This position allows her to witness the challenges that lie 
behind the scenes of BellaMoxi.  
“A lot of people don’t see the injuries. You just watch a ballerina 
on stage who is floating around effortlessly, but when she takes 
off her shoes, her feet look gnarly,” Hamilton said. “Dance is 
grit.”
BellaMoxi dancer and Bowling Green native Emmerson Sikes 
also said BellaMoxi allows its dancers to experience the rawness 
of dance, instead of merely focusing on the technical aspects of 
performance.
“It’s really interesting that BellaMoxi gives you different classes 
that show you the ugliness of dance,” Sikes said. “There are a lot 
of parts of dance that aren’t beautiful. I love that BellaMoxi does 
that.”
She added that Keefer brings out this raw emotion in her 
choreography by telling a story through dance, with moves 
ranging from pretty to painful. By incorporating physical 
representations of pain in the dance styles, she has taught 
dancers to endure difficulties with fortitude. 
Bowling Green junior Katelyn Givens said Keefer’s intentions 
are for the dancers to always push themselves, no matter how 
hard the situation is.
“She’s always pushing us to do more,” Givens said. “If we can’t 
do five turns, she pushes us to do six, so we can shoot higher.”
Keefer, who took on the challenge of creating a dance space 
that would encompass both elegance and heart, now challenges 
her dancers to dream big, knock down obstacles and show off 
their beautiful grit. 
“Dance is the one art where you 
can express yourself completely 




Thunder claps, and darkness shrouds the 
rippling grasslands within minutes. 
In the Mongolian steppe, storms blow in 
quickly with no warning. The team of student 
archaeologists know only moments remain 
before a torrent of rain rolls over the mountains 
and damages the site they’ve carefully excavated, 
exposing it to the impending elements like an 
open wound in the earth.
The students shovel quickly, backfilling the void 
as the wind picks up. 
“We’re throwing dirt in there, and the wind is 
just throwing it right back out,” said Jack Parvin, 
a student on the team.
The students can’t leave until they fill in the site, 
but the thick rain makes their jobs harder as it 
turns the arid dirt into dense mud. As they shovel, 
the wind whips the mud back at the students. 
“It feels like bullets with the high wind, so we’re 
getting hit with round after round of mud bullets 
in the face,” Parvin said. “We’re covered from 
head to toe in dirt.” 
Heaving with exertion, the students persevere. 
Then, just as it had come, the rain ceases and the 
storm blows off onto distant pastures. Slathered 
in dirt, the students finish the job, filling in the 
site to blend in seamlessly with the surrounding 
landscape, as if nothing had even happened. 
LEARNING FROM THE LAND
In summer 2017, Jean-Luc Houle, an associate 
professor of anthropology, led four WKU 
students into the remote Züünkhangai region in 
northwestern Mongolia to participate in his four-
week archaeology field school. 
As the only archaeologist who works in the 
region, Houle operates the field school as part 
of his ongoing research project. He collaborates 
with Jamsranjav Bayarsaikhan of the National 
Museum of Mongolia and enlists scientists from 
various disciplines each year to assist in research. 
Houle’s field school started in 2007, and the 
program offers students the unique opportunity 
to learn field methods in an archaeologically-
rich, under-researched region occupied by one of 
the last nomadic societies on Earth. 
Last summer, students helped excavate ritual and 
habitation sites, survey and locate monuments, 
and assist specialists in bioarchaeological and 
geoarchaeological fieldwork. 
“I try to give some students different 
opportunities depending on their interests,” 
Houle said. “But everybody does everything, and 
we start early and end late. It’s a lot of work — 
it’s very intensive work.” 
Beyond fulfilling the expectations of the field 
school, Houle said he hopes the experience 
provides students with a better understanding of 
themselves and their abilities. 
“What a lot of them realize is they’re more 
adaptable than they think they are — they’re 
more able than they think they are,” he said. 
story by JESSICA VOORHEES
DIGGING DEEP
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Deborah Parrish (from left), Jack Parvin and Kristen Pearson, 
team members of the Western Mongolia Archaeology project, 
excavate a horse head. The small mounds that contain the heads 
and extremities of horses surround Late Bronze Age khirigsuur 
ritual monuments. The students excavated the mounds to 
retrieve material for carbon-14 dating and isotopic analyses.
PHOTO SUBMITTED BY KAYLIE CONNORS
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LESSONS FROM THE PAST
On a rainy afternoon in early February, Houle 
sat behind his wide desk in a black, button-down 
shirt and grayish-green pants. He wears a slight 
variation of this outfit everyday. 
His tiny office in the fine arts center is 
somewhat cluttered and minimally decorated — 
its main feature is a large bookcase stuffed with 
book after book about Mongolia.
Houle has devoted the past 16 years of his life 
to archaeological research in East Asia. 
While he was between his master’s and 
doctorate programs, Houle assisted with a fellow 
archaeologist’s project in China, where he “fell 
in love” with the work and the region, he said. 
Houle later moved his research focus to western 
Mongolia, and he has worked in northwestern 
Mongolia for the past two years. 
Through landscape and settlement archaeology, 
Houle seeks to investigate human-environment 
relationships and establish the nature of the 
social, political and economic organization of 
Bronze and Iron Age societies in the Züünkhangai 
region. 
Houle said little work had been conducted 
in the area before he got there because it’s not 
considered a core region in more recent history, 
but some of the oldest archaeological cultures 
and monuments with domesticated animals’ 
remains originate there. 
“People thought of it as kind of the backwaters, 
but it’s an area that we’re increasingly thinking 
might’ve been pretty important in the initial 
transfers of domestic animals into Mongolia,” he 
said. 
Horses played a central role in Bronze Age 
societies, and groups constructed thousands 
of horse head mounds as ritual structures in 
the region. But Houle is more interested in the 
trash items uncovered at ancient habitation sites 
because they convey information about ancient 
people’s daily routines and the environmental 
conditions in which they lived. 
“They’re not the type of items that you’d 
put in a museum, but to me they’re answering 
questions,” he said. “It’s not about the objects; 
it’s about the story I can tell.” 
Today, half the population of Mongolia 
maintains its ancestral lifestyle of nomadic 
pastoralism, Houle said. Families move two to 
four times each year in search of new pastures 
or shelter for their animals. They set up camp 
in circular “gers,” more commonly known as 
“yurts,” and they consume mostly meat and milk 
products. 
But climate change increasingly poses a threat 
to the lifestyle of mobile herders, as global 
warming affects the region faster than other 
parts of the world, Houle said. In the past several 
years, nomads endured prolonged droughts and 
unusually late winter snowfalls — a phenomenon 
that decimated 8 to 9 million animals a few years 
ago, Houle said. 
However, the nomads have adapted to climate 
change in the past, Houle said, and he hopes to 
learn from the archaeological record to help the 
population remain sustainable through shifting 
environmental conditions. 
As one of the last nomadic societies on Earth, 
Houle said the people constitute an important 
piece of our human diversity.
“If we all become the same, living in cities and 
eating McDonald’s, the world is going to become 
a pretty boring place,” he said with a laugh. 
INTO THE STEPPE
After days cramped in airplane seats and delayed 
in flight terminals, the research team converged 
in Mongolia’s capital city, Ulaanbaatar, in late 
May to shop for supplies and prepare for the 
4-week expedition in the steppe.
They stuffed daily provisions, like cabbage, 
potatoes, carrots and rice, into a Russian van, 
which served the group throughout their time 
in the field. Ten students from other universities 
in the U.S. and abroad joined the four WKU 
students, Houle and his collaborators. 
Within minutes of driving west outside 
the capital, city streets dissolved into grassy 
countryside, and the dense smog of the 
metropolis faded into deep, seemingly infinite 
blueness. During the several-day journey to the 
research site, the group stopped at various points 
to rest. They enjoyed a feast at the home of 
Houle’s Mongolian associate and spent nights at 
rural truck stops. 
Deborah Parrish, a student on the trip, said 
the truck stops usually consisted of about two 
gas pumps and a shed. She experienced her first 
culture shock when she had to use a pit toilet at 
one of the stops. Two wooden boards rested on 
each side of a frighteningly deep hole.
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Jean-Luc Houle is an associate professor of 
anthropology, and he leads the Western Mongolia 
Archaeology Project. Houle has been at WKU since 
fall 2011. Houle’s research focuses on early complex 
societies in East Asia and the Eurasian steppe region. 
PHOTO BY AUGUST GRAVATTE
Ritual sites called khirigsuurs from the Late Bronze Age 
contain the cranium, neck vertebrae and sometimes 
the hooves of horses. These horse teeth from the ritual 
mounds are approximately 3,200 years old.
PHOTO BY AUGUST GRAVATTE
Modern animal bones fill these boxes. The modern bones are used to 
help identify older animal bones found at various archaeological sites.
PHOTO BY AUGUST GRAVATTE 
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“You could easily see down, and it’s a trench at least 30 feet deep, if not 
more,” she said. “You don’t want to fall in there.” 
A Bowling Green resident, Parrish enrolled in the anthropology 
program at WKU after working in management for nearly a decade. 
She received her first bachelor’s degree from WKU in 2005 in general 
studies, but she always wondered about the possibility of returning to 
school to pursue her strong interest in anthropology. 
Parrish decided to take Houle’s Archaeology of China class in 2014 to 
determine if she truly wanted to take on college while working full time. 
After the class, she was hooked, and she graduated in December 2017 as 
an anthropology major with a concentration in bioarchaeology. 
Though Parrish was concerned about taking time off work in the 
busy summer months before her last semester at WKU, she said she 
felt fortunate her job allowed her to embark on the “once in a lifetime 
opportunity” the field school offered.  
Elizabethtown native Jack Parvin squeezed in the field school before 
his summer ROTC training at Fort Knox. An anthropology major, he 
enrolled in the field school after his freshman year because he wanted 
to try something new. 
“Always do something for the sake of saying you’ve done it,” Parvin 
said. “The experience is worth it.”
DIGGING IN
In past years, the research team camped out at project sites, but last 
summer the students and staff stayed in a schoolhouse at a small village.
Parrish said she felt like she had stepped back in time when she 
encountered poverty in the village, but it ultimately led her to recognize 
how much Americans indulge and overconsume. She said she noticed 
how relaxed and happy the villagers seemed, despite the little they 
owned. 
“The pace of everything moves much slower,” she said. “I think that’s 
why it’s so peaceful.” 
Students and researchers woke up with the sun everyday around 5 
a.m. Parrish tried to get up a little earlier than everyone else to practice 
martial arts. She whittled down a couple sticks to use in her forms, and 
she trained on a small mound facing the village. Each day, she’d watch 
herds of cattle pass beneath her as the small town animated to the sky’s 
changing colors. 
“It was very peaceful, very awakening,” she said. “I felt my practice 
was really deep over there.”
Before each expedition, team members pumped and purified enough 
water to last them the whole day in the field. Without any trees to serve 
as shade from the hot sun, the team needed to make sure they remained 
cool and hydrated through the sometimes demanding physical labor. 
Parrish said she also used the water to clean off before the van ride 
back to the village, because she was often caked in dirt after excavating 
sites. And after a long day of hard work, no refreshing shower awaited 
the team upon their return to the schoolhouse. Parrish said most students 
only showered about once a week, so baby wipes proved essential. 
The team members spent the first week surveying the steppe, looking 
Students and staff of the Western Mongolia 
Archaeology Project conduct research in Züünkhangai, 
Mongolia, on the border with Russia. The research 
area played an important role in the early transfers of 
domesticated animals and is home to large khirigsuurs 
(complex ritual sites) constructed by the Xiongnu, the 
first nomadic empire in the Eurasian Steppes.
PHOTOS SUBMITTED BY KAYLIE CONNORS
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for artifacts, landmarks or monuments. One day, Parrish said she walked 
11 miles up and down the grassy slopes. 
“There were definitely blisters on everyone’s feet after that,” she said. 
Parvin said he primarily served as the team’s “shovel bum,” but he 
didn’t mind digging. He also had some opportunities to work with the 
bioarchaeologist on skeletal remains and aid in excavating ritual horse 
head mounds outside large Bronze Age monuments.
Houle said many of the habitation sites are located in exactly the 
same place as the present-day nomads’ campsites, and some aspects 
of modern culture retain remnants of ancient practices. For example, 
when a favorite horse dies, Mongolians will place the horse’s skull on a 
sacred mountain pointing upward or on top of some of the ancient ritual 
monuments. Houle said when he started working there in 2001, they 
were doing so in many cases not knowing that underneath there were 
also horseheads from 3,000 to 4,000 years ago.
Parvin said the local Mongolians sometimes stopped the research team 
and asked about what they were doing. 
“They would be genuinely interested in their history and their culture 
because there’s a lot about their own history and culture that’s been 
lost,” Parvin said. 
LASTING DISCOVERIES  
At the last dig site of the field school, the students unearthed their 
favorite discovery of the summer: a Xiongnu burial with an amazingly 
preserved skeleton, a wooden coffin, gold, jade and — most exciting for 
the group — a perfectly intact pot. 
“It sounds weird, but Jean-Luc [Houle] had told us, you’ll never find an 
intact pot — all pots are broken into sherds and they’re all destroyed,” 
Parvin said. 
But this pot didn’t even have a chip off it — a unique find for a 
3,000-year-old artifact. 
Despite the mass of uncovered artifacts and data collected over the 
course of the summer field school, Houle said he has yet to even scratch 
the surface on the region’s history. 
And while he has discovered a completely different culture 
archaeologically-speaking, the modern-day culture remains one of the 
most inviting and accommodating in the world, Houle said. He said he’s 
happy to expose students to the region, in which they also live in their 
own microcosm of sorts, working alongside students and researchers 
from all over the world. 
Parrish said the group bonded deeply, and she thinks the relationships 
formed will last a lifetime. She said the rugged lifestyle of working 
remotely in a foreign place forged the close bonds among the group. 
“You have to rely on each other, and it really brings everybody close,” 
she said. “If you run out of water, you hope that whoever is next to you 
is willing to share. If you’re drinking vodka with Mongolians, everyone 
is sharing out of the same cup. If you have problems with someone’s 
germs, you get over a lot of that superficial stuff. And you just learn 
we’re all human and we all have the same goals of being happy and 
wanting to know who we are.” 

BLACK MOUNTAIN
poem submitted by KALEY LUCAS photo by AUGUST GRAVATTE
I
have a terrible memory
And when I say I am broken
Mom shows me the picture and I guess
It means “I love you”
It wasn’t always this way and I guess
Somewhere between lime green floaties
And the death of grandpa
I forgot my own name
And the smell of mountain water on my skin
The five of us sit upon the rubber ring
In water no cleaner than the dirt road adjacent
None of us knowing the tragedies to follow
Or the creatures that swam below our toes
Nibbling when we sat perfectly still
When I look at the picture
I smell how togetherness smells
Of firewood and a drying bathing suit
Sunbaked under Kentucky wilderness
And I feel how the stars feel in the morning
And the red elderberry left uneaten
The highest point in Kentucky under our feet
The picture cannot depict elevation
Or the brokenness we hid
Under marshmallow fingers and muddy knees
You cannot clean dirt with dirt




story by ALY EDWARDS photos by HANNAH LEBOEUF
Horse Cave senior McKenna Vierstra, an art major, 
hasn’t shaved her armpits since her freshman year 
at WKU. “I forgot my razor at my parents house and 
didn’t want to spend $30 on a new one,” Vierstra 
said. “I just liked the way my hair looked and how 
much easier it was and ended up keeping it.”
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Last summer, while working as a camp counselor, Brandenburg 
sophomore Robin Farrell saw something that challenged her 
ideas about the way women view their own body hair. 
Prior to lifeguard training, Farrell said she and most of the 
other women working at the camp made sure they were hairless, 
since they would be in swimsuits all day in front of everyone. 
But Farrell saw one woman who stood out from the crowd. 
“Her leg hair was just out, long and lovely,” Farrell said.
Since then, Farrell has not shaved her body hair nor does she 
plan to ever do so again, despite widespread societal norms.
According to a 2016 study by Mintel, a London-based market 
research firm, 83 percent of women between 16 and 24 years of 
age “agreed there was too much  pressure on them to remove or 
groom body hair.” The stigma commonly associated with 
women’s body hair seems to be long standing. A 2003 study by 
researchers Merran Toerien and Sue Wilkinson found that “the 
meanings and practices surrounding the removal of body hair 
construct the hairless woman as attractive, smooth, clean and 
tidy and feminine … [while] the hairy woman is constructed as 
unattractive, stubbly, unclean and untidy and masculine.”
Even so, some are challenging those ideas. 
The following WKU students are just a few of those who have 
chosen to not let body hair define how they identify and value 
themselves. 
Bowling Green senior Keiti Reuter is among the women 
embracing their natural body hair.
Reuter said it has been two years since she stopped regularly 
removing her leg and underarm hair. She believes that the mass 
media have wrongfully convinced women that body hair is 
unhygienic. 
“Your body hair is there for a reason,” Reuter said. “It helps 
prevent STDs. It’s better for your body to process bacteria. I 
think people are just uninformed.”
Along with leaving her underarms naturally hairy, Reuter does 
not wear deodorant because she does not feel it is necessary. 
“I always feel like I sweat more when I don’t have any armpit 
hair,” Reuter said. 
She said she will still shave her legs sporadically when she feels 
like it, but she is “very attached” to her armpit hair.
“Having body hair has sometimes made me feel more sensuous 
as a woman,” Reuter said. “It’s something that is looked at as 
more masculine, but honestly it makes me feel sexy.”
Currently in a long-distance relationship, Reuter and her 
boyfriend, who used to be a swimmer, joke that he has likely 
shaved more than she ever has. Reuter said her boyfriend loves 
her armpit hair and thinks she has made him more comfortable 
with his own body hair.
Reuter stopped shaving mainly because she said there was 
simply no reason for her to do so, but she was also inspired by 
her friends. 
“I’ve had friends that look so gorgeous with it,” Reuter said. 
“They look like such women, such powerful women with their 
leg hair.”
Reuter said that women who choose to remove their hair are no 
less attractive in her opinion.
“Girls who do shave, good on them,” Reuter said. “They look 
like goddesses too.”
Reuter was not alone in the belief that body hair can be 
beautiful. As an artist, Horse Cave senior McKenna Vierstra 
emphasized the aesthetic value of the authentic human form.
“It just seems more natural, like, classic almost,” Vierstra said. 
“There’s a beauty to it.”
Vierstra stopped shaving her underarms in fall 2014 when she 
moved into her dorm and realized she had left her razor back 
home. 
“I was like, ‘I am not spending 20 bucks for a razor and blades,’ 
so, I just didn’t shave,” Vierstra said. 
Vierstra has not shaved since then, except for one point when 
she impulsively decided to shave everywhere, but she wasn’t 
happy with the result.
“I just felt really weird,” Vierstra said. “I was like, ‘I feel 
naked.’”
Like Reuter, Vierstra does not wear deodorant. Working long 
days outdoors in the summer, Vierstra said she has found the 
product ineffective. 
“Even if I did wear deodorant, I’d just sweat right through it,” 
she said. “As long as you shower everyday, I don’t see it being a 
problem, smell-wise.”
Vierstra has also incorporated images of body hair into some 
of her artwork, which for the past year has had an overarching 
theme of “natural identity.” She is planning to create life-size 
woodcuts of women with natural body hair, hoping to help 
normalize the idea.
The best way to destigmatize body hair on women, Vierstra 
said, is for women to embrace it on themselves. 
“I just wish more people would try it,” she said. “Be like, ‘Oh 
hey, this isn’t that bad.’”
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Some women may want to keep their body hair but feel too pressured 
to remove it. Maysville junior Jordan Frodge encourages these people to 
take control of their own decisions.
“Other girls will see it, and they’ll say, ‘I wish I could do that,’” Frodge 
said. “Well, you could. You’re really the only thing stopping yourself from 
doing it.”
Frodge no longer regularly removes her leg hair, and she has not shaved 
her armpits since November 2016. 
“I’ll do it when I want to, and I won’t let me having done it or having not 
done it keep me from wearing what I want to wear,” she said.
People do not often comment on her body hair, but Frodge said they do 
notice and seem surprised. She also said her body hair contradicts many 
people’s expectations of femininity. 
“I look feminine,” Frodge said. “I’ve embraced more societal feminine 
standards of doing my hair and my makeup and having on a nice dress.” 
While Frodge recognized that she would not spark any revolutionary 
change by having body hair, she believed it would help normalize a 
traditionally taboo topic. 
“Me not shaving isn’t going to save women from domestic abuse, and it 
isn’t going to change the pay gap, and it’s not going to put more women 
in representational roles,” she said. “But I think it starts a really honest 
and needed conversation about acceptance of our bodies.”
Frodge said her younger siblings struggle to understand her decision 
not to shave. She said her 10-year-old sister in particular finds it “gross.”
“She doesn’t even have body hair yet, but she can’t fathom me being 
OK with it,” Frodge said.
“I think it starts a really honest 
and needed conversation about 
acceptance of our bodies.”
- Jordan Frodge
Maysville junior Jordan Frodge, who 
studies communication disorders, hasn’t 
shaved her armpits since November 2016 
after a bad breakup. “I began feeling 
like it was a cumbersome task, and it 
became a cool way for me to celebrate 
the passage of time,” Frodge said.
Elizabethtown sophomore Mac Williams, an English 
major, started shaving his legs for races when he 
swam in high school. “I just prefer how my legs feel 
shaved rather than when they aren’t,” Williams said. 
“It’s really just for me at this point. I don’t shave for 
sports or anyone in particular anymore.”
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During her summer as a camp counselor, Robin Farrell said a 
group of fifth-grade girls all excitedly stayed up together one night 
to shave their legs, despite their body hair being hardly visible. 
“They were probably just like, ‘it’s the grown up thing to do,’” 
Farrell said. “But I just hope that as they grow up they’re not held 
to that beauty standard, or any other beauty standard that they 
don’t personally find enjoyable.”
It was around this time that Farrell stopped shaving her armpits, 
inspired by the lifeguard she saw who didn’t shave her legs. Farrell 
said she never enjoyed shaving anyway, and she is glad the stigma 
surrounding body hair is slowly dissolving. 
“I definitely think it’s more acceptable now to not shave, 
especially for women,” Farrell said. “And if a guy wants to shave, 
I think that’s more acceptable now as well.”
One such man who chooses to remove his body hair is Farrell’s 
friend, Elizabethtown sophomore Mac Williams.
Williams said he thinks a man shaving his body is more common 
than most people realize. He said he knows of a few other men 
who shave their legs and at least one who shaves his chest.
Williams first began removing his leg hair for swimming 
competitions but gave up the sport, along with the razor, in his 
freshman year of high school. However, he recently embraced 
body hair removal for new reasons.
Hygienic concerns prompted Williams to remove his underarm 
hair. 
“Deodorant never really stuck that well, so I shaved them, and 
deodorant sticks a lot better,” Williams said. 
Williams said since then he has been regularly shaving his 
armpits, legs and various other regions once every two weeks.
Williams added that he simply prefers the feel of smooth legs, 
on both himself and romantic partners. 
“I think it’s also kinda fair,” Williams said. “If I expect that from 
someone, I might as well do it myself.”
While Williams said he generally does not receive many 
comments on his choice to shave, he recalled one specific 
negative reaction. Someone had noticed Williams’ hairless legs 
and commented that a man shaving was “kind of weird” and “a 
little queer.” Williams was not bothered by the person’s opinion. 
“Honestly, I think if he shaved his legs he might like it,” he said.
Brandenburg sophomore Robin Farrell, a Spanish major 
and art minor, stopped shaving her armpits about a year 
ago when she met a fellow lifeguard-in-training who didn't 
shave out of solidarity for a sibling with a mental disability. 
"Her empathy and humility was very inspiring to me," 
Farrell said. "Now it's more something I do because I love 
and am comfortable in my own skin, exactly as it is."
People protest outside the Kentucky Capitol in 
Frankfort on Wednesday, March 14. In the current 
election cycle, 93 women filed to run for seats in 
the state legislature. This a significant increase from 
previous years.
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GRAB ‘EM BY 
THE BALLOT
story by LILLIE EASTHAM photos by MICHAEL BLACKSHIRE
As the Time’s Up movement is reverberating across the nation, more 
people are starting to pay attention to the lack of female representation 
in Kentucky politics.  
While women make up 50.7 percent of Kentucky’s population, 
according to 2016 U.S. Census estimates, they comprise 16.7 percent 
of seats in the state legislature. Kentucky ranks 42nd in the nation for 
female representation in its state legislature, according to the Center for 
American Women and Politics. 
Rep. Attica Scott, a Democrat from Louisville, pointed out that there 
are also currently no women in leadership positions in the Kentucky 
General Assembly. 
“That’s telling,” she said. 
However, 93 women decided to challenge the status quo. That’s the 
number of women who filed to run for seats in the state legislature in 
2018, and 71 of those women were non-incumbents. According to the 
Lexington Herald Leader, this is a significant increase from previous 
years, such as 2016, when 11 non-incumbent women ran for office and 
2014, when three non-incumbent women ran for office. 
The increase in women running for office contradicts a long-standing 
norm in Kentucky’s Capitol. 
“Frankfort is definitely a good old boys’ club,” Scott said.
CONTROVERSY IN THE COMMONWEALTH
The increase in female candidates follows the #MeToo and Time’s Up 
movements, as well as a period of controversy in Kentucky politics. 
Several members of the Kentucky General Assembly have been accused 
of varying levels of sexual harassment and assault in the past year.
In December, former Republican Rep. Dan Johnson of Kentucky shot 
and killed himself after accusations came to light of a sexual assault five 
years earlier. Maranda Richmond, who was 17 years old and a member 
of his church at the time of the incident, said Johnson molested her while 
she was at his house for a sleepover with his daughter.
“I just don’t want somebody else to go through this,” Richmond said 
in an article by the Kentucky Center for Investigative Reporting (KYCIR).
Johnson was no stranger to controversy. When he was running for his 
seat in 2016, the Republican party encouraged him to drop out of the 
race after he posted racist pictures on his Facebook page, according to 
WDRB. However, Johnson went on to win the election.
On Dec. 11, 2017, KYCIR published a story on Johnson that revealed 
falsehoods in his history of public service. The story brought to light 
outlandish claims by Johnson, who called himself “The Pope,” claimed 
he had been endorsed by Ted Nugent and said he was once the White 
House chaplain for George W. Bush. 
While the sexual assault allegations were shocking, some rushed to 
the defense of Johnson. One of his defenders was Republican State 
Representative and former Kentucky Speaker of the House Jeff Hoover, 
who tweeted:
“In America, those accused of wrongdoing are presumed innocent 
until proven guilty. Persons posting accusations on social media as truth, 
and those who are self righteous and indignant over mere accusations 
must do better. Personal attacks don’t have to be part of politics.”
 The reporting struck a chord with Hoover, who had been embroiled in 
similar controversy himself for more than a month.
On Nov. 1, 2017, the Courier Journal reported that Hoover had reached a 
settlement with a woman on his staff over sexual harassment allegations.
According to the Courier Journal, the settlement surfaced when Hoover 
received a letter with demands from the woman’s lawyer.
The content of the allegations came to light when a parody Twitter 
account of Hoover, @SpeakerJHoover, tweeted screenshots of the 
alleged text messages between the female staffer and Hoover. While it 
is unclear how the account obtained the messages, the Courier Journal 
reported that the texts were also shown in the letter from the woman’s 
lawyer.
The messages show an inappropriate personal relationship between 
Hoover and the member of his staff, with some texts insinuating that 
suggestive pictures were exchanged at one point between the two 
of them. The messages also show that while the woman encouraged 
Hoover to take the relationship further physically, it appears he declined 
the offer.
The Courier Journal reported that, according to their sources, the 
woman initially engaged in the relationship because she was told it was 
necessary to advance her career. However, she later had a change of 
heart, and that’s when her lawyer got involved.
Later, the Courier Journal reported that three other representatives were 
named in Hoover’s settlement. Republican Reps. Jim DeCesare of Rockfield, 
Brian Linder of Dry Ridge and Michael Meredith of Brownsville were all 
included, although their exact involvement in the settlement has not been 
made clear. DeCesare and Meredith both represent parts of Warren County. 
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Hoover resigned as Speaker of the House but kept his seat in the legislature and is 
currently running unopposed in the upcoming election, pursuing his 12th term in the 
House of Representatives. Meredith and Linder are also seeking re-election.
DeCesare said he is not seeking re-election because of other professional opportunities, 
and he said the decision is unrelated to his involvement in the settlement.
Hoover, Meredith and Linder did not respond to requests for comment.
Following the news that Meredith was involved in the settlement, Republican Rep. 
Wesley Morgan said in an interview with NPR that his daughter, Jordan Morgan, had 
dealt with inappropriate behavior from Meredith while working at the State Capitol, 
according to WBKO.
Jordan Morgan told WBKO that the encounters never moved beyond uncomfortably 
flirtatious text messages, but she is aware of women who have faced much worse from 
Meredith. She also said the legislative body operates like a “fraternity house.”
This caused many Republicans to express their outrage at what was going on behind 
closed doors in their own party.
POTENTIAL FOR CHANGE
Brian Strow, an economics professor at WKU, is running to replace Meredith in the 
2018 election.
“I think it’s shocking he’s still running,” Strow said. 
Strow, a Republican, said he decided to run because he thinks the people deserve 
a representative who treats everyone with respect. In the future, Strow hopes the 
movement to expose corruption among elected officials continues until they have all 
been removed.
Republican Gov. Matt Bevin has also spoken out against these accused politicians. 
“They’re all disgusting. They’re all reprehensible, these allegations and these 
behaviors,” Bevin said to WKYX in December 2017. He demanded that anyone who 
had been involved in covering up sexual harassment allegations resign their positions.
Some spoke out against Bevin, saying his words rang hollow due to lack of previous 
action.
“Kentuckians should consider it both vulgar and obscene that Gov. Bevin would speak 
out against sexual harassment when it’s politically convenient for him,” Kentucky 
Democratic Party Executive Director Mary Nishimuta said in an official statement. 
Nishimuta said Bevin’s lack of response when President Donald Trump was accused of 
sexual assault showed inconsistency.
However, Patti Minter, a history professor at WKU who is currently running for state 
representative as a Democrat, feels that although she and Bevin usually disagree, his 
comments are necessary.
“Any group that does not attack sexual harassment and remove it root from branch 
from government does so at its own peril,” Minter said.
Still, Scott has accused Gov. Bevin of being sexist and racist in the past when he blocked 
her on Twitter. She is the only black female representative in the state legislature, and 
she said even someone in her position is ignored at times due to her gender and race. 
Scott also said that while women are the ones pushing the movement, men should take 
responsibility for the issues they have allowed to persist.
“Men have to step up and do more,” she said. 
Scott said she remains hopeful that the large number of women running for office in 
the next election can bring change to Frankfort.
Minter echoed Scott in her hope for change, saying that she believes the first step in 
solving the sexual harassment problem in government is to have more women in office.
“This is politically the year of the woman,” Minter said.
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People stand on the third floor of the Capitol, waiting for the Senate 
to convene on Wednesday, March 14. Kentucky’s state legislature is 
predominately controlled by men, with four out of 38 Senate seats 
and 19 out of 100 House seats being filled by women.
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Once — I must have been 7 or 8 years old — I dreamt that my toes were being run over by a lawn mower. I remember 
lying flat in the cool green grass on a spring day. I wore my dress with the tiny purple flowers. My toes wriggled freely 
with the breeze. Then, suddenly, there was a terrible pain, a shredding and ripping of flesh and bone, beginning at my 
toes and moving up my legs. I watched with panic as pieces of me cycled through the mower and sprayed onto the 
rest of the lawn. But as is true of most dreams, there was a veil of subconscious censorship, which made this scene 
bloodless and turned me into a mixture of grass and soil. It was as if my flesh was being recycled back onto the green 
lawn as I was begging for the pain to end. I woke with a fright to the sun through my blinds. Looking down at my toes 
to make sure they were still there, I realized I had fallen asleep with my little pink dance tights and leotard still on from 
the day before. My physical pain had manifested itself into a dream.
At times, I still remember that dream when I slip on the pink nylon encasements which will tightly contain my body 
for the majority of the day. Twisting my hair into a cinnamon bun on top of my head, I laugh at my 7-year-old self — the 
young child who had only so far endured three hair-pinning, mirror-staring, tight-wearing years, yet she already longed 
for freedom from the constriction of her world. Freedom from her flesh.
• • •
A dichotomy exists between flesh and body, which has been noted for thousands of years in literature, theology 
and dance theory. The body is often seen in each of these contexts as the vessel through which human life occurs. 
In literature, the body carries out the plot points. In some religions, the body is a temple where worship can be 
performed daily. In dance, the body moves through each choreographed step. The body is the container for the flesh. 
The flesh holds the blood even after Lady Macbeth has washed her hands. The flesh of the Bible is equal to sin. The 
flesh is what has made the art of dance resonate with viewers for centuries. While our bodies are cleansed with each 
new day, our flesh is scarred with the brands of our past. Our flesh reveals what the made-up, tattooed, clothed body 
hides. Our flesh tells our story. My flesh is unable to contain its speech.
FLESH 
MEMORIES
personal essay by HANNAH McCARTHY photos by EVAN MATTINGLY

AGE 5
A taped X with our names marked the spot for each of us to sit “crisscross applesauce.” I sat next to Andrew M. and in front of Zachary R. I didn’t 
know it at the time, but it was going to be a long year. Every time we got on the carpet, Andrew and Zachary would begin their games. Always poking 
or playing with my hair. They would tease me through the entirety of story time, but I knew what to do. I had already been briefed on how to deal 
with annoying boys: “ignore them; they probably just think you’re cute.”
AGE 6
Andrew M. was in my class again. It was book fair week. Paper chains with the names of students and the books they had read that week lined the 
ceilings. Standing in line outside the bathrooms, we were having contests to see who could jump high enough to reach the chains. Ms. Spence decided 
to put an end to the madness, yelling, “The next person who touches the chains will get a tally.” Andrew dared me to jump when she wasn’t looking. 
I did it. I went home with a sad face in my agenda that day.
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AGE 9
We sat in a sunny restaurant on a Sunday. It was an all-you-can-eat buffet. My best friend, Alys, came with us after 
church. We sat with my grandparents, parents, siblings and the one-third of my aunts, uncles and cousins who went 
to my church. There were probably 15 of us. There were always at least 15 of us. Alys, my cousins and I were filling 
our plates to the brim with mashed potatoes and fried okra. Parents sat at one end, the kids sat at the other, and I 
bridged the gap as the eldest cousin. I was wearing my favorite dress — the one with the pink, black and blue stripes 
and a little ruffle of tulle at the bottom. Shoveling a fork of fried chicken into my mouth, I locked eyes with my 
grandmother. “Pretty soon you’re going to have to hand that dress over to Alys if you keep up those eating habits. 
You’ll bust right out if it.” I saved my tears for after dessert.
 
AGE 15
At Governor’s School for the Arts, I was the only girl who had to take ballet class from a teacher from my home 
studio. I quietly warned everyone how evil he was but also tried to remain optimistic for the sake of maintaining 
peace. The day approached when it was his turn to teach. I cried in my room alone in anticipation of the moment 
when we would be in the studio together again. The day finally came, and Mr. Christopher walked into the room. I 
made it through the first exercise unscathed. He asked me to demonstrate the next one but told me to stop halfway 
through. My legs weren’t straight enough. “It’s because you have such a fat ass,” he exclaimed. Like I’d watched 
many of the older girls do, I laughed and nodded as if I agreed. I took a deep breath and continued on with his class 
… for the next three years.
 
ALSO AGE 15
I was kind of a bro in show choir, meaning I hated most of the girls and joked about them with the guys. One day 
I must have shown weakness because the guys turned on me. They started making fun of my gangly limbs and 
lack of curves in my hip region. They called me “Flapjack” for the rest of the semester. I called myself that as well.
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AGE 17
We were asleep on the floor. Everyone was next to everyone, but also next to no one. I think there 
was a carpet. I think there were curtains. I know there was the sun. It woke me. And so did a hand. 
It was an unwanted, earth-shattering hand. I played dead as it caressed me, as it slipped into my 
sweater… or was it a shirt? I don’t remember; I was asleep. But I wasn’t asleep. The hand continued 
slithering down through fabric and skin. One thousand slow seconds later, I uttered a sleep-like groan 
and slowly turned myself toward the ground. I searched the manual in my mind for my next move. I 
skimmed over the chapters that had been written there through time.
Chapter 1: Ignore It.
Chapter 2: Give Into It.
Chapter 3: Don’t Cry About It.
Chapter 4: Laugh It Off.
Chapter 5: Let It Happen.
There were some faint lines that read, “say no,” “be strong,” “speak up,” but they seemed to blur to 
invisibility as I read them. Those lines weren’t in my flesh. Frantically, I searched for the instruction 
on how to get myself out before the hand returned. I lie face down on the carpet … or hardwood … 
or whatever it was, hating myself for what had just occurred. As tears came to my eyes, I referred to 
Chapter 3, fearing that the hand might hear me cry and discover my awakeness. I lie there until the 
early morning hush resumed. No one else stirred.
I ran to my car, saying nothing to anyone — for years. I thought of the lawnmower again that night. 
I’m not sure it was a dream, more of a wish. A wish that I would be completely consumed by its 
powers to recycle my flesh back into the earth where it began, pure and free.
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• • •
My body has been poked and prodded from its earliest days. It has been bruised and scraped and broken. I have put 
it on display in front of mirrors and audiences and harsh critics or abusers almost every single day for the last 17 years. 
My body has been molded and shaped into an inconceivable number of patterns and positions. Now, at 21, my body is 
already beginning to fail me. As I stiffly rise out of bed each morning with the crackling sounds following each hunched 
step, I look in the mirror and realize that one day all I’ll have is the flesh I so despised when I did not know how to 
appreciate its worth.
One day, when my legs don’t kick as high and my back doesn’t bend like it used to, all I’ll have are the memories stored 
in my flesh. The flesh will remind me why I teach young girls to wear what they want and create what they want. The 
flesh will tell me to keep loving who I want because he respects both my body and my scars. The flesh will say “me 
too” as it rises in solidarity with survivors and “time’s up” as it fights for equality for all. My flesh will speak when my 
body no longer does the talking. My flesh will sing. My flesh will dance. 
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Rook Jones (from left), Vynne Montgomery, 
Ray Blondheim and Bethany Vidad have 
been on a Dungeons and Dragons team 
together since January 2017. Games can last 
for weeks to months. They try to keep their 
games going all semester long.
Dungeons and Dragons has long been a predominantly male game, 
with many male characters and players. But in an age of changing gender 
dynamics, women and non-binary individuals are joining in and busting 
up what was once a boys’ club.
Here’s how the game works: you meet your party, or group of 
teammates, to play, control characters you’ve created and change their 
fate using dice, sometimes with the help of a Dungeon Master. 
With their party in Bowling Green, Bethany Vidad, Ray Blondheim, 
Vynne Montgomery and Rook Jones are making their place at the D&D 
table.
Ray Blondheim, a senior from Montgomery, Alabama, said potential 
female D&D players are often scared off by the possibility of 
uncomfortable or sexist encounters.
“Creeps, and even the possibility of creeps, tend to make any 
environment less desirable,” she said. “No one wants to go to a party 
and be belittled and preyed upon.”
She said that although all guys aren’t creeps, it’s a real possibility and 
could be a turn-off to people who want to try to learn the game. 
“Any girl who’s been around nerds long enough has had at least one 
mansplainer who doesn’t think a girl knows her stuff just because she’s 
a girl,” Blondheim said.
This is not a problem in this group, which has been playing together for 
story by BROOKLYN BARRITT photos by ISABEL BRINEGAR
MAKING A PLACE
AT  THE TABLE
All of D&D is played through the randomness of 
the dice. If someone attacks someone else, they 
can roll for a certain amount of damage. They 
call the dice the amount of sides it has and “D,” 
so a die with 20 sides would be a D20. The D20 
is the most-used dice in the game.
Montgomery (left) and Vidad pick out 
the traits of Vidad’s character before 
they start the game. This was Vidad’s 
second time playing the game.
over a year. D&D requires its players to meet weekly or even daily with 
their party, usually in a quiet place where they won’t be interrupted. 
Consequently, the team has become akin to a support group for players 
like Blondheim.
“These are people I’m in contact with regularly, so they know a lot 
about me,” Blondheim said. “I get a safe feeling with the group.”
Bowling Green resident Vynne Montgomery is the Dungeon Master 
of this particular party and started it with some friends after another 
game died down. After that, friends of friends were roped in and now 
comprise this group.
Montgomery believes the most important part of D&D is making sure 
you’re having fun. Playing with people you are getting to know can build 
strong friendships and make the game more enjoyable. 
“It’s not a contest between the Dungeon Master and the players,” 
Montgomery said. “It’s something everyone can, and should, have fun 
with.”
Louisville sophomore Rook Jones said the game is incredibly random 
and fun. It helps relieve stress — which Jones said is an important thing 
for a college student. 
Even though D&D is perceived to be a mainly male activity, Jones said 
that is just a misconception.
“From the other groups I’ve heard about, the split is generally three 
to two with men and women; our group breaks that ratio, and I’m sure 
there are many others that go under the radar that do as well.”
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A monk in the game, Montgomery, Ala., senior Ray 
Blondheim has family members who play D&D, but 
she never got into D&D until she became friends with 
Montgomery. The two have been playing D&D in different 
groups together since Blondheim started classes at WKU. 
“I don’t think I would have people over as often as I do,” 
Blondheim said. “I’ve become an adult with friends.”
Dungeon Master Vynne Montgomery has been playing 
Dungeons and Dragons since high school. Because of their 
knowledge of the game, many people ask Montgomery 
to be Dungeon Master. “It’s stressful to play a game,” 
Montgomery said. There is a lot of responsibility as the 
DM, including creating the world in which everyone plays. 
“A DM is a god more or less,” Montgomery said.








Louisville sophomore Rook Jones, who plays a birdperson 
in the game, overheard a conversation with Montgomery 
and the team and asked to joined the conversation. That’s 
when Rook started playing D&D. “I would probably be in a 
much worse place without them,” Jones said.
Bethany Vidad, a junior from South Elgin, Ill., has been 
playing D&D for a year now. Vidad, a bard in the game, got 
into D&D after meeting Montgomery and is still learning 
the rules of the game but likes to play in the group she’s in. 











poem submitted by SUMMER GARY photo by AUGUST GRAVATTE
Covered in caramel skin
With a yellow undertone that I’ve drowned in 
Hated for
Being made standard of beauty for black
Because I am the furthest from black while still 
being black
One drop too much and not enough
Hatred told 
Almond cocoa eyes, pink and brown lips, loose 
curls kinda thick but too fine hair — not coils
Got that good stuff
Not that right stuff 
50% of a drop of no matter what
Sinks into 50% of white 
The frost on top 
Is etched on of your face
Even though you never said
Even though you are sun kissed, caramel
Who you are get picked for you
They say
Thinking you summer days hot
With your crisp airy speech
Stringing letters together making big words with 
most definitions not known 
Get told
Forgetting where you came from 
Holding head high of pride
Pride you didn’t earn completely 
Pride you claim half the time 
Only when you get something for it 
Other half of you don’t even know you part of them
Don’t claim you 
Don’t look like them either with their straight 
glossy hair and doe blue eyes 
You act like I don’t know
Spit at me 
Hybrid. Half breed. Mulatto.
Dare hiss at me  
Try to knock me down  
I grew up around strong black men and women 
My family lived in centuries of turmoil
My mother’s family were the first black children in 
their part of town to attend an all-white school
To have a good education had words of daggers 
thrown at their feet 
Trying to stop them from rising 
My mother reminds me 
My granddad couldn’t vote without discrimination 
until half his life was over in 1965
Small house — eight kids, swam in poverty 
Hosed at sit ins
Several times arrested to their name
They fought
Dealt with invisible chains after the fact
Don’t dare make me seem muddled 
Of where I come from 
Of my identity because it’s too diluted for you
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FOR THE LOVE OF
CREATION
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Nashville senior Elizabeth Chagnon shows off some of her work. 
“My life is a crazy tumble of everything art,” she said. “I’m 
inspired by other people’s journeys as well as my own.”
58
A MASTERPIECE DOESN’T HAPPEN OVERNIGHT
If the clay is too thin, it will become brittle and shatter into 
pieces. If it’s too thick, the clay cannot dry properly, and the 
carefully constructed pottery will explode and break apart.
When it comes to ceramics, finding the perfect level of clay 
thickness is imperative, but it’s not the only difficulty artists 
encounter when working to perfect their craft.
Glasgow senior Christina Scott called the process of 
working with clay “unforgivable.” As a studio art major with 
a concentration in painting, she struggled with switching 
from one plane to a three-dimensional art piece.
Elizabethtown sophomore Bronwyn Liddle, who has a 
concentration in printmaking, felt similarly to Scott. She is 
currently enrolled in an introductory ceramics course and 
said working with three-dimensional art felt like she was 
using a different part of her brain.
The visual transition caused Scott and Liddle to dedicate 
countless hours to their art both inside and outside the 
classroom. 
Nashville senior Elizabeth Chagnon, who studies art 
history and studio art, has also dedicated a great deal of 
time to ceramics. Calling the practice her “Achilles’ heel of 
the art department,” Chagnon said she felt as if she had a lot 
of catching up to do with her classmates.
Although her ceramics course only required 30 hours of 
practice outside of class, Chagnon ended up putting in 70 
hours over the course of the semester in order to improve 
her skill.
Chagnon said taking control of the slippery material is 
important because without proper skill, the clay can go in 
different directions.
Working in ceramics takes physical strength to suitably 
handle the clay, and Chagnon joked that doing so gave her 
muscles.
However, the time put aside for practice isn’t exclusive 
to ceramics. In general, art majors must dedicate a large 
portion of their lives to honing their craft, Chagnon said.
“Art is not a 9-to-5 job, but you have to think of it that 
way,” she said.  “A masterpiece does not happen overnight.”
While the materials used in ceramics might be difficult to 
handle, so is life as an art major, Liddle said.
“It surprises a lot of people that art is something that needs 
a lot: a lot of determination, a lot of patience and a lot of 
willingness to keep trying,” Liddle said.
Elizabethtown sophomore Bronwyn Liddle makes a 
bowl for ceramics class. “I have always been pretty sure 
I was going to do some sort of art,” she said. She wants 
to become an art therapist, helping people that can’t 
emote through words express their feelings through art. 
“I really want the thing I spend most of my time doing 
to mean more than just a paycheck,” she said.
Glasgow senior Christina Scott works on a painting in her 
studio on the fourth floor of the fine arts center. “[Art] 
kind of has become a therapy for me,” she said. “I think it 
would have been a lot harder if I didn’t create.”
DEFENDING YOUR CRAFT 
For many art majors who dedicate so much time to 
persevering through obstacles, it’s discouraging that 
recognition remains minimal. Liddle said that there’s a lack 
of appreciation for artists, and people often don’t want to 
pay for art.
The issue of money often remains one of the largest 
obstacles for artists before they even leave college.
For Scott, the knowledge that an art career isn’t always 
stable is a menacing thought, especially when considering 
the money needed to be able to provide for herself.
In fact, the concern over finances pushes many artists to 
deviate from their desires, Liddle said.
“I’ve seen a lot of people in my department who, at their 
core, really just want to be artists,” Liddle said. “They want 
to make art, sell it and have that be their life. I think people 
should be able to do that, which is why it makes me really sad 
that they are struggling over what kind of art-related ‘real’ 
job they can get.”
Liddle, who is minoring in psychology with the intention of 
going to graduate school for art therapy, said she considers 
herself fortunate. While she chose her particular career path 
in hopes of increased job security, she’s also passionate 
about art therapy.
However, she said this is not the case for many students. 
Liddle mentioned a friend majoring in art education who 
doesn’t want to teach but is doing so to be financially secure.
Liddle didn’t discount the significance of finances, but she 
said there’s more to art than a paycheck.
“It’s important to be able to feed yourself and have a 
house, but art is about something a little bit more than that,” 
Liddle said. “It takes a lot of courage to make the choice 
to tell the world ‘Look, I don’t need my entire world to be 
valued and graded by how much money I make. I want to be 
able to do what I love.’”
The notion that art isn’t a financially stable job can result 
in criticism of art majors. While Liddle said her family has 
been supportive in her career choices, this does not ring true 
for everyone.
“I don’t come from a family of artists,” Scott said. “They’re 
all into science. Going against the grain of your family — 
there’s something kind of gritty about that.”
Chagnon said that she has plenty of friends who claim they 
aren’t artists, but she thinks that’s only because the world 
has placed that thought into their minds.
Even though not everyone is an art major, Chagnon said 
she believes everyone is an artist.
“Everyone is creative — it’s just finding what that creativity 
looks like to them,” she said.
Edwards said his experience with a life-
threatening infection often manifests itself in his 
artwork. “It’s my way of expressing how I feel 
about myself and how I feel in general,” he said. 
Louisville junior Brandon Edwards works on a sculpture for 
Art 370. At the end of last year Edwards was hospitalized 
with a life-threatening Clostridium Difficile infection after 
which he had to relearn how to walk. “It opened up my eyes 
a lot more to what life is really about,” he said. “Just waking 
up in the morning is amazing to me because there was a 
time I didn’t know if I would wake up.” 
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“Art has this way of helping you 
express something when you don’t have 
the words to say it.”
SUBJECTIVITY AND THERAPY: TWO SIDES OF THE 
SAME COIN
Liddle said art is a subjective field, and working hard doesn’t 
necessarily mean others will like the finished product.
Because art can be dependent on the opinions of others, 
finding confidence and acceptance is a feat in itself, and for 
many art students self-critique can become hazardous, Liddle 
said.
“It’s a common thing amongst people in creative and 
emotional fields that it’s sometimes difficult to feel good about 
yourself and feel confident in the work that you’re making,” 
Liddle said. “When things start going wrong or when you hit 
roadblocks, it can really make that feeling feel worse.”
Chagnon also said this was her “biggest obstacle,” and Scott 
said many artists are their own worst critic.
Liddle said that artwork can be taxing both physically and 
mentally, but there is a therapeutic value to art that helps her 
cope with her struggles.
“For myself, and for a lot of people, art is a very personal 
thing that people use to overcome very personal struggles,” 
Liddle said. “I find it to be a really good way to stand up to your 
inner demons, to take those bad experiences or those things 
that you don’t like about yourself, and try to find a medium to 
face that and deal with it in a really healthy way.” 
Liddle, who said that art “saved [her] life,” believes it offers a 
way to speak without words.
“Art has this way of helping you express something when you 
don’t have the words to say it,” Liddle said. “I want to be able 
to help people who have struggled and who have hurt make 
something beautiful out of it.”
Chagnon said art allows individuals to feel empathy and 
respect when they examine experiences with which they 
aren’t familiar. For Scott, art will always have an inherent value 
because it is a work of humanity.
“I find comfort in knowing that art is about human 
connection,” Scott said. “There will always be a value to it. 
Maybe not a monetary value, but a human value.”
From pottery to painting, art requires perseverance, but 
Scott said the passion many artists feel will triumph over the 
hardships.
“If you’re passionate about something, then follow it,” Scott 
said. “Devote your life to it, and do what makes you happy. If 
your family or other people aren’t happy with it, then that’s on 
them. Money isn’t everything.”
Despite the adversity that may come with a career in art, 
Scott said it’s important to stick with it. 
“Create,” Scott said. “Just create.” 
- Bronwyn Liddle
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Pictures of home decorate Brett Guthrie’s Washington, D.C. 
office, just across the street from the Capitol.
Nearly 700 miles away, his district office in Bowling Green has 
a quite different feel. It’s filled with copies of famous political 
paintings, pictures of Washington, D.C. and framed newspaper 
clippings — mementos from a career in politics that remind him 
of the work he has to do back in Washington. Among these relics 
are photos of his children. 
A U.S. Representative since 2009, Guthrie has had to learn how 
to balance two worlds: his life at home with his family and his 
career as a legislator. 
On a rainy day in early February, Guthrie sat at his desk, 
calling a young man from Owensboro to congratulate him on his 
acceptance and scholarship to the Naval Academy. 
This call reminded Guthrie of his own story. At age 19, he 
began his career at the U.S. Military Academy in West Point, New 
York. After graduating in 1987, he was commissioned by the U.S. 
Army at age 23.
After four years of service and the fall of the Soviet Union, 
Guthrie left behind his military career to join his father’s business, 
Trace Die Cast Inc., as a quality engineer. But his service to his 
country is what eventually led him to want to run for political 
office, he said.
Guthrie’s first run-in with politics came in 1992 when he 
volunteered to work a booth for the county Republican Party 
at the Southern Kentucky Fair. From that point, he became an 
engaged volunteer in local politics, and he was later approached 
by local Republicans to run for an open state Senate seat. He 
wanted to address issues related to education and college costs 
while serving as a Republican, he said. 
“I wanted to do something that serves our country,” Guthrie 
said.
Still, Guthrie had a wife and a young son and daughter, so the 
issue of maintaining a healthy family life arose. 
After weighing the pros and cons of political office, Guthrie 
decided to run on the same day his wife, Beth, found out she was 
pregnant with their third and youngest child, Elizabeth. 
“The day he came home to tell me he had decided to run, I had 
just found out that I was pregnant with Elizabeth,” Beth Guthrie 
said. “I think I told him that I was pregnant before he told me he 
was going to run.”
For Brett Guthrie, it was not an easy decision. He knew that 
to be a politician, you have to work a lot of hours and often be 
away from home. What convinced him to enter into the world 
of politics was a conversation with Mary Bunning, the wife of 
former U.S. Senator Jim Bunning. Bunning played major league 
baseball before serving Kentucky as a congressman, while also 
being a father to nine children. 
“She goes, ‘your family is what you make it,’” Guthrie said, 
recalling Mary Bunning’s words. “So your kids will miss things, 
but they will also get to do things by the virtue of you doing that.” 
After winning the Kentucky Senate election in 2000, Guthrie 
served there for eight years before being elected to the U.S. House 
of Representatives. When he first arrived in Washington, multiple 
congressman told him that he would have to make time for his 
family. Taking their advice, he balanced his days by either enjoying 
dinner or breakfast at home, he said.
“You just gotta carve out your time and say ‘I’m going to spend 
time with my family,’” Guthrie said.
OUTSIDE LOOKING IN
His youngest daughter, Northwestern University sophomore 
Elizabeth Guthrie, has been around politics her entire life. She 
grew up with her father being a state senator and watched as he 
became a congressman. She has seen both the benefits of being a 
politician and some of the drawbacks, she said. 
“He would come to speak to my class at school or something,” 
Elizabeth said. “It was very natural to me. And then I think 
whenever he ran for Congress, I was in the fifth grade, and I 
realized that it was a bigger deal.” 
Elizabeth said she also remembers the hard times that would 
come with her father working in another city. He couldn’t be there 
for the “big things,” such as birthdays, but she said he always 
BALANCING
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made up for it later. She said political races weren’t always intense, but she 
remembered how during the first congressional campaign people would run 
attack ads on her family. 
“I think it kind of helped me,” Elizabeth said. “Like having a politician 
as a father, you get thick skin because you have to brush things off when 
people are saying bad things about you.” 
Elizabeth’s mother has a different way of coping with the stress and 
negative press that comes from being in politics. Beth said she doesn’t have 
a thick skin like her husband, but she still doesn’t let these negative aspects 
affect her life. 
“Most of the people who write things that are mean or threatening — 
they don’t really know us at all,” Beth said. “We know who we are, and we 
know the reason that he got started into politics — and it was to be good 
and help people.”
WORKING TOGETHER
In Congress, it can be difficult to fulfill one’s purpose to legislate because 
of gridlock, Guthrie said. It is a practice between colleagues where one has 
to convince 50 percent plus one person that their idea is worth voting for, 
he said. 
“It’s about building those relationships and confidences,” Guthrie said. 
“So you can go to somebody and say you have an idea and you would like 
to work on it. So let’s talk it out and try to discuss the issue and see if we 
can come to some agreement.”
Guthrie said the most difficult part about working in politics is getting 
to a consensus. Deadlines are the driving force for decision-making in 
Washington. Without a deadline looming, the issue can be talked to death, 
causing harm to those who need government services, Guthrie said.
“You get to the point where there’s no end, unless you get to what we 
call a cliff in D.C.,” Guthrie said. “You get to the point that if we don’t do 
something now, something negative is going to happen. I wish that we could 
solve problems before that, but you have to get to a deadline to force people 
to come to an agreement.”
IT’S THE JOB 
The fact that politicians have to find a work-life balance isn’t unlike many 
other jobs. However, when it comes to making time for both constituents 
and families, politicians have to make each moment count at home and at 
work, Guthrie said.  
“It’s something that I wouldn’t do if I didn’t want to do it and enjoy doing 
it,” Guthrie said. “I think we all do it because we get the joy of serving.
There are sacrifices, but that is a part of doing it.”
A week after the second federal government 
shutdown of 2018, Brett Guthrie spends time at 
his district office in Bowling Green. He said the 
most difficult part about working in politics is 
coming to a consensus with his colleagues.
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Two years ago, Katherine Jones found herself living in a rental home 
with unlivable conditions. The toilet backed up into the washer, sinks and 
shower. The pipes froze. Her roommate woke up to a frozen pillow and 
blue fingertips. 
The former WKU student’s situation is not uncommon in Bowling 
Green. Due to the lack of renters’ rights, college students and Bowling 
Green residents alike can find themselves living in unsanitary and unsafe 
conditions. 
Many of these rights are included in the Uniform Residential Landlord 
Tenant Act (URLTA), a law which standardizes the rights of tenants and 
landlords that has been adopted by the state of Kentucky. However, 
communities within the state have the power to decide which of those 
protections from URLTA are in place. According to The Homeless and 
Housing Coalition of Kentucky, 32 cities in Kentucky have adopted 
URLTA. Still, in Bowling Green, many of those protections are not in 
place. 
This lack of rights can cause Bowling Green tenants like Jones to find 
themselves without protection from neglectful landlords.
“It’s hard enough to go to school; it’s hard enough to have a job” Jones 
said. “You should be able to live in a happy, stress-free environment.” 
During the summer, Jones’ rental home seemed to be nothing out of 
the ordinary. Other than excess heat from the ductwork, there were no 
major problems. It was not until the winter that Jones and her roommates 
began to notice issues accumulating in the home. 
The tenants lost all water for four days. One of the walls was not lodged 
into the foundation but attached to the floor and the ceiling by nails 
alone. The wall might as well have not been standing. The plumbing was 
barely functioning. 
As the condition of the house began to worsen, Jones said that working 
with the landlord was impossible. 
Jones found that while he was hard to reach, he also showed up 
randomly at their home, offering to fix problems. But his fixes seemed to 
cause more harm than good for the renters. 
When Jones’ roommate awoke to find that she was sleeping on a 
frozen pillow, the landlord came to repair the uninsulated wall. This 
“fix” seemed to lead to another problem. The renters began to be sick 
constantly, and they started to believe the wall, which had been filled 
with cheap insulation, was harboring mold. 
“We pay to live in a functional house, and nothing is functioning,” 
Jones said. 
Members of the WKU Student Coalition for Renters’ Rights have 
begun battling issues like these.
Owensboro sophomore Lucas Knight, chair of the student coalition, said 
he has interacted with many renters who have dealt with inconsiderate 
landlords, such as a landlord violating the lease agreement. Knight 
believes that the bigger problem in Bowling Green is that most leases 
do not have the types of protections that would be expected under the 
URLTA. 
While Bowling Green has codes on anti-discrimination based on race, 
color, sex, religion, disability, familial status and national origin, the 
codes do not mention the rights of renters. Without rights established 
by the city, renters’ rights are delegated almost entirely by the landlord 
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A row of mailboxes sits outside the 
house Katherine Jones rented two years 
ago as a WKU student. When Jones and 
her roommates encountered problems 
with the rental home, she said their 
landlord was incredibly hard to get ahold 
of and did little to remedy the situation.
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in the lease. In Jones’ case, the lease did not give her any leverage to 
demand a functional home.  
Jones and her roommates looked at the lease multiple times throughout 
their stay in the home when running into issues. The lease stated the 
parameters of paying their rent on time, but it listed nothing about the 
care for the home or how the landlord would handle these types of 
problems to keep it in good condition. 
Unlike Jones, Bowling Green junior Sydney Garrison found that her 
current lease does state the responsibilities of the property owner, or 
the leasor, and the renter, or the lessee. 
“The leasor is responsible for normal wear and tear repairs, grounds 
keep-up, and redecorating,” Garrison said, quoting from her lease. 
“The lessee is responsible for cleanliness of the premises, including 
porches and walks. Immediately reporting of any needed care would be 
appreciated.” 
Garrison’s lease does point out that the leasor is responsible for fixing 
“wear and tear repairs,” and the lessee can depend on the leasor for 
these fixes. There is no mention of whether or not this should be done in 
a timely manner. 
This has led to maintenance workers entering her home unannounced 
and at unexpected times, making Garrison uncomfortable. Getting in 
touch with her landlord is difficult as well, since the landlord only has a 
home phone, she said. 
These issues aren’t unique to rental houses. Beaver Dam senior Seth 
Turner encountered frustrations with maintenance in his apartment 
at Campus Pointe. He started air drying his laundry on clotheslines 
outside after his dryer broke, and he continued to do so for months until 
maintenance finally fixed the problem. 
According to Knight, renters often do not know what kind of protections 
they should look for when reviewing a lease. He believes that protections 
for renters shouldn’t be limited to what is written out in their lease. 
“Because this legal framework is mostly absent in Bowling Green, it’s 
especially important to fight for providing, at minimum, an adequate 
baseline,” Knight said. 
While Bowling Green has codes on anti-discrimination, even those 
laws are incomplete. 
A piece missing from this set of laws is rights for LGBTQ+ renters. 
With no reference to the discrimination of LGBTQ+ people, it makes it 
perfectly legal for landlords to discriminate against anyone thought to be 
in the LGBTQ+ community. 
The Fairness Ordinance that has been brought before Bowling Green’s 
City Council aims to change this by making it illegal to discriminate 
against anyone thought to be a part of the LGBTQ+ community in 
housing, public accommodations and employment. Currently, nine out 
of 120 cities in Kentucky have a Fairness Ordinance. Bowling Green is 
not one of them. Patti Minter, co-founder of Bowling Green Fairness, 
said this inhibits people from moving to Bowling Green for fear of their 
safety and stability.  
Minter believes that one of the reasons it has been so hard to pass 
the ordinance is because of the population of socially and religiously 
conservative people in Bowling Green that object to the idea of equal 
housing rights. 
“That’s never an argument that I’ve understood, and it’s something 
that I work against every day of my life,” Minter said. 
Minter said a large number of homeless youth who identify as LGBTQ+ 
are kicked out of their homes by parents or discriminatory landlords. 
According to a 2012 study by the Williams Institute, 40 percent of 
homeless youth in the United States identify as LGBTQ+. 
“Every day that legal discrimination continues to exist in Bowling 
Green, people suffer,” Minter said.
Knight believes that a statewide adoption of URLTA or a local adoption 
to protect renters must include protection for all community members, 
including the LGBTQ+ community. 
As for Jones, she emphasized the importance of checking your lease 
before signing it while Bowling Green continues on without URLTA. She 
believes that this problem goes unnoticed without regulations, while it is 
affecting the citizens and students of Bowling Green. 
“This is a very real problem,” Jones said. “It’s horrific.” 
Katherine Jones endured unsanitary 
and unsafe conditions in her rented 
home in Bowling Green. She said her 
landlord proved unhelpful, and she 
couldn’t legally challenge him due to 
the lack of renters’ rights in the city.
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I.
The conception of evil.
—
Hellish horns escape from my head in the moonlight.
My name is spoken in whispers. I am the secret that the dark wishes it could keep from itself.
The meeting point for all things unsavory.
The namesake of pitchforks and demon blood.
—
Yetzer hara. Yetzer hara.
II.
The conception of righteousness.
—
A heavenly halo erupts from my head in the sunlight.
My name is sung in great bawl and bellow. I am the conspicuous truth that the light is incapable of 
keeping quiet.
The epitome of all things prestigious.
The legacy of outstretched arms and angel wings.
—
Yetzer hatov. Yetzer hatov.
III.
The conception of all things in between.
—
My own.
My breath is the song of good and bad nature.
I am not one or the other.
I am neither demon nor angel. Neither brimstone nor holy water.
—
I am dust and dirt. Grassy knolls and flowing shorelines. Beaten paths and open skies.
I am nothing but willing to love. Flowing energy made to give back to the universe.
—
I sing myself to sleep at night now.
God sings the harmony, and it is beautiful.
poem submitted by NICHOLAS KINSER photo by AUGUST GRAVATTE
HUMANITY IN THREE PARTS
Bowling Green resident Albert Faulkner was an 
alcoholic for 40 years, but he turned his life around 
and is now helping others battle their addictions. 
He said he often turns to Psalm 51 when he needs 
encouragement. “There was a time when I wanted 
to end my life,” Faulkner said. “I didn’t see a way 
out, so it was either try recovery or if this life was 
too much, to leave it. It really is a miracle.”
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His two kids knew exactly where he kept his alcohol. 
They would regularly take a couple bottles to drink. 
For them, it was all they had ever known. For him, at 
the time, that was perfectly OK. 
Albert Faulkner, now a custodian and deacon at 
First Baptist Church in Bowling Green, choked up 
while talking about his children. He admitted that he 
wasn’t the father and husband he could’ve been. He 
sat in the church library, his face etched with life. 
“It gets easier,” he said, having been sober now for 
nine years. “But I still remember those raw emotions 
from the past.”
His cloudy eyes focused on a distant memory. At 13 
years old, he had his first intoxicating drink. Vodka. 
His friends had to tackle him down after he set the 
yard on fire. 
“There was no stopping,” Faulkner said. “I was 
drinking it like water after a while.”
It became an answer to his problems. 
“I didn’t feel good about myself and who I was,” he 
said. “With alcohol, I was a whole different person. A 
lot of substance abuse stems from not liking the way 
you feel and trying to do something to make you feel 
better.”
He drank and drank, 40 years flushed red with 
alcohol. He did anything he could to drink, including 
breaking and entering into homes and businesses 
he knew would have alcohol. Consequently, he was 
arrested many times during his youth.
And sometime during those early years, festering 
throughout mind and body, the addiction began to 
take its hold. 
“It takes priority over everything, including basic 
necessities,” Faulkner said. “Any addiction is the top 
priority. It is your god. That’s what you live day to day 
for: The places that it takes you …” 
His voice trailed away. He was looking at something 
that wasn’t there. 
“... eventually you’ll have nothing left. Nothing.”
BEER FOR BREAKFAST
Faulkner’s daughter, Shelly Compton, said her 
earliest memory of her father was him putting her up 
on a bar. Music was playing, and he demanded she 
dance. She didn’t. Her mother was furious when she 
later found out. Their loud arguments would often 
scare Compton. She would stay in her room while they 
yelled at one another, and her brother would hold her 
hand until she drifted to sleep. 
“You didn’t know what would trigger it,” she said. 
“Sometimes he’d be a happy drunk, and sometimes it 




he would even 
mix alcohol with his 
morning coffee. 
“It became normalcy to see someone with a beer in 
their hand all the time,” she said.
According to the Substance Abuse and Mental 
Health Services Administration, an annual average 
of 7.5 million children live with a parent who had an 
alcohol use disorder in the past year. These children 
are at a greater risk for depression, anxiety disorders, 
problems with cognitive and verbal skills, and parental 
abuse or neglect. They are also four times more likely 
than other children to develop alcohol problems 
themselves.
Through the years, Faulkner’s drinking strained the 
family, and his children fell into the same trap. At 13, 
Compton had her first drink. Whiskey, at the bar, with 
her father. 
“Girl, you’re in better shape than me,” she recalled 
him saying. “Get us home.”
“It took me getting older to realize it’s not normal 
for a 13 year old to drive her father home from the bar 
every night,” Compton said. “But in my world, that’s 
what I did. It was just normal.”
She and her brother eventually succumbed to the 
drink. Unknowingly, she followed in her father’s 
footsteps. 
“You don’t see it coming,” she said. “It takes over 
before you realize it.”
FROM THE ASHES
After 20 years of marriage, Faulkner 
and his wife divorced. His family was 
left in turmoil and tatters. He was left 
alone.
“I didn’t know how to be a dad; I was 
raised without a dad,” Faulkner said. “I 
always did the best I could. I wasn’t too good 
there for a long time. I was able to provide, but I 
wasn’t happy with my own emotions. How could I 
make anyone else happy?”
During his last arrest, he finally realized that he had 
driven everyone away as the police stood outside his 
door, wanting to speak to him. He was in a drunken 
stupor, but he knew everyone and everything that 
mattered was gone. He held a gun in his hands. He 
threatened the police with taking his own life. 
“I couldn’t bring myself to do it, but when they were 
trying to break in the windows I fired off a couple 
shots,” he said. 
Tear gas canisters flew inside.
The police took him to a mental institution. It was 
there that he met a nurse who prayed with him and 
gave him a Bible. She told him his answers awaited in 
the pages. After staying there for weeks, Faulkner was 
taken to jail. However, this time it was different. Lying 
there on a 2-inch mat against the concrete floor, he 
didn’t think he would ever see daylight again. 
“God, look at what I’ve done to this life that you’ve 
given me,” he recalled thinking. “Please help me.” 
Thirteen months later, a sheriff transported Faulkner 
to a local recovery home. Faulkner said the sheriff told 
him, “This is where you need to be.” 
Faulkner smiled in his chair, reflecting on the 
moment. 
“I don’t think he realized how prophetic he was,” 
he said.
Faulkner stayed at His House Recovery Home for six 
months. He realized he had a choice, but it was never 
easy. He had dreams about drinking. The depths that a 
single bottle could drag him to were always close and 
all too familiar.
 “It’s easy for someone who’s never been through it 
to judge,” Compton said. “‘Why don’t you just stop, 
why don’t you just quit?’ We can’t.”
Recovering from substance abuse requires more 
time, courage and willpower than some may believe, 
Compton said. Faulkner said that slipping back into 
drinking is as easy as coughing — it builds up and 
forces itself to break free. He believes that for an 
alcoholic not to drink on any given day is a miracle. 
He said that even if people never drink another sip for 
the rest of their lives, they will forever be in recovery, 
forever holding in that one cough.
After completing the recovery program, Faulkner felt 
that he was still unready to leave. When asked if he 
was interested in becoming the program director of 
the home, he agreed. He remains there today, helping 
other substance abusers recover. 
“To be accountable to myself, I was holding other 
people accountable and leading by example,” he said. 
“If you’re doing something esteemable, how can you 
not feel better about yourself? If you feel good, you’re 
not trying to fix the way you feel.”
YOU’RE NOT ALONE
The very same person who would shout “get one 
for everybody” and max out his credit cards is now a 
program director of a recovery home. 
People he used to drink with at bars felt awkward 
whenever they encountered him, Faulkner said. 
“They didn’t know how to act around me,” he said. 
“I had caught this ‘recovery’ and it was like they were 
afraid it was contagious or something.”
Even during recovery, not everyone will survive. 
According to the Centers for Disease Control and 
Prevention, an estimated 88,000 people die from 
alcohol-related causes annually, making alcohol the 
third leading preventable cause of death in the U.S. 
“It’s like a vortex,” Faulkner said. “You get 
sucked lower and lower and lower. That’s 
when you get to the bottom. Either you can 
take yourself out of this world — and a lot of 
people take that path — or you’re gonna do 
something different.”
He said he has seen many more failures 
than successes in his years as program 
director. 
“Most of them will get right back out 
there,” Faulkner said. “But every once in a while, you’ll 
get one person who comes through there that remains 
in the program, remains clean and sober, has cut that 
lifestyle out, and you see not just their life change 
but the lives around them change, and you see where 
you’ve made a difference.”
Pastor Dave Garrett began attending His House to 
speak to those in recovery. That was when Faulkner 
first heard of the Celebrate Recovery program at First 
Baptist Church in Bowling Green. The program uses 
a Christ-centered, biblical approach to help people 
overcome their hurts and habits, according to First 
Baptist’s website. Interested, Faulkner eventually 
became a member of the church.
After Garrett and the church learned about Faulkner’s 
past, they wanted him to share his story in a televised 
broadcast. He agreed. Compton was shocked when 
she later found out, knowing her father was naturally 
timid. But she understood. 
“That’s what you do to get better — giving people 
your testimony,” she said.
When the day came, there were hundreds of eyes in 
the audience, but it was those few TV cameras that 
made him nervous. He controlled his breathing as 
he recounted his story and his lifelong struggle with 
alcohol. The audience applauded him as he walked 
off the stage. It was evident: Faulkner was rebuilding 
himself and his life brick by brick. 
But something was still missing.
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PLEASED TO MEET ME
After his ex-wife saw his testimony on TV, she 
contacted Faulkner and told him that his children 
needed to see it. They needed to see this person that 
he had become. 
His children. Faulkner shifted in his chair from 
excitement when speaking about them. He remembered 
when his firstborn saw the light of the world. For three 
days he couldn’t go to work. He’d be headed there but 
would “swing back to the house” to see his little son.
His children. Compton had been struggling from 
alcohol and slipping away from her own kids, and her 
brother despised Faulkner. She was afraid the family 
would be furious if she ever reached out to her father.
But his live testimony let them know that this was not 
just another phase, another broken promise from dad. 
“My life was actually turning around,” Faulkner said. 
“I was trying to move in a better direction. That’s what 
made it real to them.”
His daughter said that she loved the person that he 
had become.
“It’s crazy,” Compton said. “I never would have 
known my dad could do the things that he does now. 
He’s a completely different man.” 
Compton is now sober herself and is an assistant 
program director at Freedom House, a local female 
recovery home. She followed in her father’s footsteps. 
“He’s my hero now,” she said. “I hope I can be as 
good as him.”
One by one, the family sewed itself back together. 
Last Christmas was the first one the family had 
together in a long time. Kids were running around, 
shooting Nerf guns and laughing. 
“It’s what I’ve wanted ever since we lost it,” Compton 
said. “It’s great having a family again.”
Compton used to be a little hesitant with her children 
being around Faulkner, but now she comfortably calls 
him and asks if he could give her a break and spend 
time with them, his grandchildren. 
“You’re gonna stay aren’t you, grandpa? You’re 
gonna stay the night aren’t you, grandpa?” Faulkner 
imitated his grandchildren asking.
His grandson occasionally visits Faulkner’s home 
near WKU’s campus. 
“I take him out around buildings and all the paths, 
playing games along the way,” Faulkner said. “To him, 
that’s going on adventures.”
They pretend to hunt dinosaurs. They watch the stars 
and imagine flying saucers descending from the skies. 
“Just odd stuff,” Faulkner said, eyes visibly lit. 
“Anything to keep him amused, and he loves it. He 
loves coming to grandpa’s house.”
And when he’s there, his grandson knows exactly 
where Faulker keeps his spare change. He would go 
to the little drawer and stuff the coins into 
his pocket. 
“Oh, are ya going shopping?” 
Faulkner would tease. 
Perhaps if Faulkner had never 
found his way toward recovery, 
the drawer could have held what 
sent him astray.
But now, it holds simple, spare 
coins for his grandson.






personal essay and illustrations by RACHAEL DOYEL
I’ve discovered it’s difficult to write or even talk about pain when you’re not in it — hard to fully express 
the depth and intensity once you’re free of it.  
 (This is foreshadowing.)
So too, it is challenging to find balance. To know what I should share with you and what I should keep. As 
the poet Blythe Baird says, “I don’t know how to talk about the rabbit hole without accidentally inviting you 
to follow me down it.”
But I will do my best in the hopes that, from one once in the rabbit hole, I may offer you my map and 
flashlight — if ever you should need it. 
I
It comes naturally to me. I lay still and quiet, practice holding my breath and, when I must breathe, I do so 
as slowly and as gently as I can. This is difficult for a 5 year old, whose body is electric with activity and 
movement. Yet I lay there, reveling in it all the while — in the stillness, in the strain for stillness.
“Aunt Kim! Rachael is playing dead again!” My cousin, who is my age, cries out for my mother.
I remain frozen until my mother eventually pries me off the floor and I burst into laughter.
This was fun. This was easy.
 
II
When I am 7 years old something happens to me that happens to many young girls and boys. It is not worth 
the air or the ink, so I shall spare both. But this event teaches me guilt, teaches me the desire for invisibility, 
teaches me anxiety and fear in a way I’d never known. It develops in me a desire to separate myself from my 
body — to lack flesh, to lack earthly existence.
The event has long since been laid down, but those burdens I carry.
 
III
From the time I become a teenager, I am convinced I will not see my 25th birthday.
This notion has taken different shapes over the years. Sometimes I see myself dying in a tragic accident — 
headlines across the front page read “Local Girl Dies In Fatal Crash.” Sometimes I see myself going into the 
doctor for minor aches and being told “It’s cancer. It’s everywhere.” Sometimes I see myself walking into the 
ocean Virginia Woolf style — returning myself to the nature from which I came.
This is not a thought I share with many people, of course. The few friends I’ve mentioned it to all stare, 
wide-eyed and trout-mouthed, shocked and appalled that I would be so morbid. I laugh it off but never 
understand why they find that weird or sad. For me it’s very simple. What’s so sad about dying?
 
IV
Marilyn Monroe once said, “When you’re young and healthy you can plan on Monday to commit suicide, 
and by Wednesday you’re laughing again.”
I begin to study Marilyn in high school, researching her and learning that her life had been a series of 
sunflower smiles masking trauma and mental illness.
Her smile begins to mean something different to me.
So does my own.
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V
Hard bumps in high school conclude with smooth sailing into college. Fear is abundant, but that’s to be 
expected with such change.
There are so many words in the English language, and I still can’t find enough to accurately tell you about 
the rush, delight and joy I had after attending my first class. It was like getting glasses for the first time  — 
clear vision, shapes with definition and color. Endless and boundless and so full.
See? There were good times too.
 
VI
The trouble with self-diagnosing is that you’re usually wrong.
 The beauty of doctors and counselors is that there’s a level of objectivity. 
So when you’re suffering from swells of heart-racing fear so bad they shift your handwriting into shaky 
gibberish, someone objective, someone qualified, could label those as panic attacks.
Instead, you label yourself crazy, unworthy, dramatic, a disappointment.
This is not an objective or qualified diagnosis.
 
VII
A summer of nerves and counseling followed by a semester of medicine and answered prayers, of life so 
good and sweet you’re positive this is the peak from which all else will fall.
You’re not totally wrong in that.
 
VIII
Things level off as they always do, and this is OK.
I turn 20 and am sad. This is also OK.
What’s not OK is that the sadness twists itself deeper — knife into flesh, bone-scraping. It isn’t long before 
I go from wishing myself to another place to wishing myself gone. It’s a little like magic in theory. There is 
no finality or pain, just a twinkle and gone. Like peek-a-boo with a child without the reappearance. A mere 
ceasing of the crashing waves.
 
IX
Desire is a funny thing. A fickle beast, always changing its appetite. Brain chemicals are funny this way too.
I go from desiring a mere ceasing of the crashing waves to a complete ceasing of the water, the sky, the 
noise, the air. It is all earthly, and I have gone from disinterested to disgusted. The world is too heavy for my 




Sometimes you get so used to thinking about ending yourself that you don’t realize this is not normal to do.
I don’t realize how dark my headspace has grown until morbid half-jokes come hurling out one night in our 
dorm room. She is not laughing. I register confusion and upset, worry and even fear.
Seeing the face of someone you love contorted with pain because of something you said will always 
strike a chord. Or, I won’t speak for you. Seeing the face of someone I love contorted with pain because of 
something I said will always strike a chord.




Actor Juliette Lewis once said, “The bravest thing I ever did was continuing my life when I wanted to die.”
I cannot tell you that I save myself because that puts too much of this in my hands. And for once I will not 
claim total culpability. I say this to you too.
I do not save myself. I do not go back to counseling, though I should. I do not tell my parents or friends or 
anyone the depth of where I was until after it has passed.
Even then there are some things I keep. Some things you cannot share because people who love you should 
not have to envision you that way — should not hear things that take them down the rabbit hole with you.
I do, somehow, actively start trying again. Trying to picture future rather than past. Trying to continue 
rather than to end.
In doing so I have chosen myself. I have, in some way, admitted that I am deserving of the air in my lungs 
and the years that will age my body. I say this to you too.
In time, I am just a little blue. Small spots around all my ends. But not everywhere. This is no small triumph.
 
XII
I am 22 now. Three years shy of the age I never thought I’d make it to.
I have now pushed that age to 30, and you’ll sometimes catch me talking about a family of my own. I often 
joke about being an old woman — finally growing into my personality.
I am busy always, and I do not get enough sleep. I do not eat properly or exercise my body like I exercise my 
mind. I am failing splendidly in many ways.
But I am choosing the noise over the silence — choosing air and earth and me in the middle of it, again 
and again and again.
I am continuing. And that is something. That is everything.
This is not healed, but this is healing. 
All eyes are on the cage in the center of the auditorium. 
Inside, two fighters stand at opposite corners. Focused 
solely on one another, the shouting from the audience 
and the flashing of the cameras don’t faze them. They 
seem to have tunnel vision. The fighters approach the 
center of the stage and touch gloves, and then, the fight 
begins. 
This is what Bowling Green resident DaMathian 
Bloodworth lives and trains for.
“[It’s] a feeling unlike any other — completely 
indescribable,” Bloodworth said. “As soon as they 
close the cage, the adrenaline just hits you. Your heart 
starts beating so fast. You don’t really focus on anyone 
else except for the fighter and your coach.” 
Bloodworth has been involved in MMA since the age 
of 16. He began fighting in cage fights at the age of 19 
and has not stopped since. Now at age 22, he also trains 
in Brazilian jiu-jitsu, boxing, catch wrestling and muay 
thai. 
However, his journey has not been without its 
tribulations.
After attending a party with friends during his junior 
year of high school, Bloodworth got into a car with a 
drunk driver. They were on their way to Bloodworth’s 
house when the driver suddenly fell asleep at the wheel 
and hit a tree. 
Days later, when Bloodworth finally awoke from 
his morphine-induced sleep, his life and mindset had 
changed. 
Before the car accident, Bloodworth played varsity 
football for Warren East High School and trained 
in MMA. He was outgoing and funny. Bloodworth 
described himself as “the jokester” — never taking 
anything too seriously and always messing with people. 
After the accident, he said things were different. 
“I was in a bad place mentally,” Bloodworth said. 
“I just became a dark person compared to how I was 
before. I became quiet, depressed and more into myself. 
The wreck also made me more serious about life.” 
Physically, he could not do everything he did prior to 
the accident. He could no longer play football, and his 
body needed to heal itself completely before he could 
train again. Knowing this, he went on a hiatus from 
MMA. 
During this time, Bloodworth finished high school 
and spent time with friends. But he knew he eventually 
wanted to get back to training in MMA. It had become 
an integral part of his life before the car accident, and 
his coach and teammates had become his family and a 
support system. 
At the age of 19, Bloodworth decided he was ready 
to begin training in MMA again. He walked back into 
HICSMMA, the gym where he had trained years before. 
The first few days back, Bloodworth took things easy, 
giving time for his body to adjust to the tough training 
sessions. He did not take any hard hits or commit long 
hours to training.   
Soon after, however, he began to feel physically able 
to increase his training, and he began competing. In 
the years since, he’s made much progress in his MMA 
career. He holds a record of 2-1 in cage fighting, is a 
blue belt in Brazilian jiu-jitsu and fights in competitions 
across the country. 
These accomplishments did not come without 
commitment and sacrifice, though. Leading up to 
competitions, Bloodworth sticks to a grueling training 
regimen, which typically begins six to eight weeks 
before the competition. 
During these weeks, Bloodworth trains six to eight 
hours a day five days a week and does several hours 
of hot yoga on Saturdays. He also runs four miles at 
least three times a week. Though he is currently taking 
a semester off, he is also working toward a bachelor’s 




story by ZORA GORDON photos by REED MATTISON
81
Bowling Green resident DaMathian Bloodworth 
relaxes on the mat before practicing kicks. He 
describes the mat as a place of respect and 
integrity; one must remove his or her shoes and 
bow before stepping on and off the mat.
Bloodworth throws some punches with his friend 
and coach, Manny Garcia. Bloodworth practices 
different techniques to keep the blood flowing even 
though he’s currently recovering from an injury.
His diet is also very strict.
“I cut out all sweets,” Bloodworth said. “I don’t eat carbs, 
and I only drink water. I also only eat about twice a day. I also 
do the warrior diet where I stop eating at 8 p.m. and I don’t 
eat until 1 p.m. the next day.”
This dedication is not dependent on an upcoming 
competition, but it is rather a constant in his life. Shane 
Purkerson, one of Bloodworth’s coaches, describes 
Bloodworth’s work ethic as exceptional.
“His dedication is more of a lifestyle rather than a hobby,” 
Purkerson said. “That’s what sets him apart. Most people 
don’t train as much as him. He’s here all morning, and then 
comes back in the afternoon to train. He can show up before 
class and stay after class, and then does yoga in addition to 
that. He’s an outlier.”
Mixed martial arts does not only require a tremendous 
amount of physical strength and endurance, but also a very 
strong mindset, Bloodworth said. 
In a cage fight, fighters must be able to sense where they 
are spatially, predict their opponent’s next move and know 
how to maintain some level of control. 
“In order to fight, you have to be able to focus on the fight, 
not the pain,” Bloodworth said. “I’m mentally strong, so it’s 
not too difficult for me. But for others, it’s more difficult.” 
However, Manuel Garcia, a teammate of Bloodworth’s, 
said that although adrenaline gets fighters through the fights, 
it does not protect them from injury. 
“You don’t feel anything because you have so much 
adrenaline,” Garcia said. “You don’t really feel it in the 
moment, but you can start to feel the pain afterwards. You 
can feel all of the places you got hit or kicked after the fight, 
but during, you don’t feel anything.” 
With their only protection in a cage fight being a 
mouthguard, a cup and taped hands, it is not uncommon for 
fighters to sustain injuries, both minor and serious. 
In such a physically and mentally demanding sport, it helps 
to have a strong and tight-knit support group, Garcia said. 
The group of athletes spends hours a day training together 
and often goes to dinner together. If there is a weigh-in prior 
to the competition or a belt promotion in Brazilian jiu-jitsu, 
the group is there to support its members. Many members 
compare the bond they have to that of a family. 
“We are all here to offer advice, support one another, and 
help each other in any way we can,” Garcia said. 
Bloodworth plans to continue competing and training 
in MMA. In fact, he says he would love to compete 
professionally. 
“It’s what makes me the happiest,” he said. “There’s not a 
lot of money to be made. But like they say, ‘don’t follow the 
money, and follow your heart,’ which is always a good idea.”
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On a sunny Sunday afternoon, the temperatures hovered around 60 
degrees. After four consecutive rainy days, Bowling Green native and 
firefighter Kevin Lashley was eager to start running again. He had 
already run 18 miles in Mammoth Cave National Park that morning, but 
the bright, clear sky and warm sun encouraged Lashley to lace up his 
shoes for a second time. 
Lashley worked as a bricklayer for 12 years, and this work was the 
extent of his physical activity. But in February 2007, Lashley began 
running 1 mile per day for six weeks in an effort to lose weight. By 
October 2007, he completed his first 10 km race (6.2 miles) and by April 
2008, Lashley bagged his first marathon. He caught the running bug.
Lashley would soon push his athletic career into the world of 
ultrarunning, a growing style of running characterized by its extreme 
distances. 
Ultrarunners push the limits of endurance through races that typically 
last 50 to 150 miles, and they’re making strides in the athletic world. 
Races are popping up all over the U.S. covering longer and longer distances. 
More athletes are training for and running these races than ever before, 
according to an article published on UltraRunning Magazine’s website. 
In 2014, over 64,000 Americans finished ultramarathons, according 
to UltraRunning magazine. Worldwide, there were six times as many 
finishers of distances over the traditional 26.2-mile marathon. 
Ultrarunning isn’t centralized like football or other more popular 
sports, meaning ultrarunners can’t earn exorbitant salaries from 
their participation in the sport. Ultrarunning has its top performing 
professionals, but it is largely dominated by amateurs who run for 
running’s sake. 
Even with a training regimen as demanding as any professional 
sport and no promise of a seven-figure salary, ultrarunning has seen 
tremendous growth over the last 20 years.
MORE THAN A HOBBY
“I think ultrarunning is a lifestyle,” Lashley said. 
He began running without intending to become part of the sport of 
ultrarunning. He also didn’t expect to become so successful.  
The bookshelf in Lashley’s living room is littered with race bibs and 
finisher medals from his 14 marathons, a 40-mile race from 2016, a 
50-mile race in Land Between the Lakes National Recreation Area, 
another 50-miler through the Grand Canyon and his first 100-mile race 
in October 2017. 
In 2017 alone, Lashley put one foot in front of the other for more than 
3,000 miles. This is not counting a few 20-mile runs, he said. 
“I don’t think of it as I have to do it,” Lashley said. “I get to do it.”
In 2016, Lashley suffered from an overuse injury of the hips from 
golfing, and he was unable to run for 10 days. He said he laments that 
working out in the gym during his recovery period didn’t meet the need 
running does. He said he gets more fulfilment from running than any 
other activity. 
“Golf is a hobby,” Lashley said. “I think [ultrarunning] is a lifestyle you 
have to grow into.” 
The hours that ultrarunners spend training and competing can 
transform their bodies and minds.  
For Lashley, his running career complements his professional career 
as a firefighter. His two seemingly exhausting lives only make him more 
effective and energetic, he said. 
“In the job, when the going gets tough, you can’t quit in the middle of a 
fire,” Lashley said. “I think it trickled over into ultrarunning.”
Whether Lashley has been running for five hours or fighting a fire while 
wearing 70 pounds of gear, his endurance has been fine-tuned, and he is 
in control of his pain management. 
Lashley said when he’s 80 miles into a race with a persistent pain, 
there is a decision to be made. Does he push through or drop out? In 
firefighting, there is a difficult balance between handling the intense 
physical demands, desiring self-preservation and needing to consistently 
make good judgment calls. 
“During a race you make that decision: Will this kill me?” Lashley said. 
“At work, it’s the same thing.”
Endurance athlete Regis Pearson, an exercise physiology doctoral 
student at the University of Georgia, stressed the importance of reading 
one’s own body. 
GOING THE
EXTRA MILE
story and photos by REED MATTISON
Kevin Lashley said he feels better 
now at 39 years old than he did when 
he was 25 years old. Running used 
to be something he had to do to lose 
weight, but it’s now something he 
can’t live without. Ultrarunning isn’t 
his hobby; it’s his lifestyle.
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Pearson is a versatile athlete, and he is interested in the science of many 
different sports. He is a long-distance runner, climber and cyclist. 
“It is important that you listen to your body and take notes on what 
your body is telling you,” Pearson said. 
As endurance athletes progress, it becomes easier to “decipher” what 
the body is saying, Pearson said. Over-analyzing things becomes a mental 
barrier, but as athletes train, it becomes clearer what can be ignored and 
what injuries need to be addressed immediately.
“When you start to get too much soreness, you have to address those 
red flags,” Pearson said. “One of the main reasons individuals become 
injured is the lack of addressing the issues.” 
Lashley works at the fire station in 24-hour shifts. He explains being 
awake for an entire shift is not much different than being awake for a 24-
hour ultramarathon.
“Even if we are up a majority of the night, I feel the running has helped,” 
Lashley said.
Lashley has gone up to five weeks without taking a day off between 
running and his job. However, he said that the exhaustion only catches up 
to him a few times a month. 
“There are days when you have to say ‘I have to have this rest,’” Lashley 
said.
Ultrarunning may be an unlikely pursuit for someone with an already 
demanding profession, but Lashley says the beauty of running is that the 
intrinsic benefits improve his work life. 
“Maybe they go hand-in hand,” Lashley said. 
MIND GAMES 
Sandstone cliffs surround the group of runners as they approach mile 
25, or was it 28? The four-man team meandered through the Kolob 
Canyons as they attempted to complete the Zion Traverse — a near 50-
mile trail through Zion National Park in Utah. They have run out of water 
and most of their food in the desert, but around mile 30 is where PJ 
Pethalsky’s wife is waiting for the group with more supplies. 
Pethalsky is a network engineer for Camping World in Bowling Green, 
but his life revolves around ultrarunning. He recalls the beginning of his 
running career when he was a freshman in high school.
“I thought it was a track meeting, but it was a cross country meeting,” 
Pethalsky said. “Long story short, cross-country is in the top five things 
that has ever happened to me.” 
Pethalsky moved to Lexington for college, leaving friends behind but 
carrying running with him.
“The first time running over a 10K was just running through Lexington 
because I didn’t know anybody, and I was bored,” Pethalsky said. 
While running had been part of Pethalsky’s young life, he didn’t begin 
ultrarunning until eight years ago. 
“A big challenge is losing the habit,” Pethalsky said. “The first thing 
you think of when you wake up isn’t ‘man today is a great day for a run.’” 
Mentally exhausting 12-hour workdays also take a toll on Pethalsky’s 
drive to run. 
“The physical capacity to run is always there, but right now my job is 
taking the passion out of it,” Pethalsky said. 
Computer networking requires Pethalsky to do mental gymnastics all 
day. In the wake of Camping World’s acquisition of Gander Mountain, 
Pethalsky works all over the southeast, rebuilding the technological 
infrastructure of former stores. Pethalsky retreats to the trails in order to 
free himself of the day’s stress. Pethalsky said running has a big impact 
on his life mentally and physically.
Pearson also emphasized that the mental and physical changes come 
with frequent practice.
“The real benefits come from the training,” Pearson said. “People 
develop healthy habits and increase their knowledge of the human body.” 
Ultrarunning not only teaches runners about their bodies but about 
problem-solving as well. Instead of focusing on running from mile one to 
mile 50, Pethalsky explains runners must focus on running from station 
to station.
Throughout an ultramarathon, aid stations are set up with food and 
water. Lashley and Pethalsky both stress the importance of running a 
race with a short, station-to-station approach, knocking out seven or 
eight miles at a time. Lashley explains if you start a race thinking about 
the whole 100 miles, it’s already over. 
In 2013, Pethalsky ran an ultramarathon at Kentucky’s Land Between 
the Lakes National Recreation Area after a light snow. 
“I’d switch from running in the snow melt until my feet went numb, 
then run in the warmer mud until the pain went away,” Pethalsky said. 
“I’d have to work twice as hard running in the mud, but the ache would 
go away.”
Even so, Pethalsky believes the biggest obstacles most runners face are 
mental. Pethalsky said ultrarunning is 80 percent mentally exhausting, 
and 20 percent physically exhausting. 
As endurance athletes, Lashley and Pethalsky test the boundaries of 
their minds and bodies with each race and training session. 
“My wife even asks me ‘Do you not think 100 miles is too much?’” 
Lashley said. “I don’t know, is it? We don’t know what we’re capable of 
doing until we do it.” 
After long, exhausting hours at work 
as a network engineer, PJ Pethalsky 
finds immense relief through running. 
Pethalsky said ultrarunning is his way 
of relieving stress and finding clarity.
Rockport, Ind., junior Rebekah Engelhardt hugs second 
base during a game against Jacksonville State on March 
22 at the WKU Softball Complex. Engelhardt later scored 
on an RBI base hit by Utica freshman Maddie Bowlds. 
The Lady Toppers went on to win the game 6-2.
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Small onion, diced 
Small red or green pepper, diced















Cook grits by following package directions for 








In a large frying pan over medium-high heat, 
fry 6-8 strips of bacon. Remove and dice 
bacon. Drain most of the fat from the pan.
In the same pan, saute the diced onion and red 
or green pepper. Continue sauteing until onion 
is translucent, about 5 minutes.
Add shrimp to the pan, and add bacon back 
into pan. Cook until shrimp is pink, about 5 
minutes. Transfer the meat and vegetables 
from the pan to a bowl.
Scraping with a spoon or spatula, deglaze pan 
with 2-3 tablespoons of wine.
Slowly add 1 cup of heavy cream and reduce 
heat. Season with salt and ground black 
pepper.
Divide grits among serving plates. Divide 
shrimp mix. Top with cream sauce.
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April 20 - May 20
Oct. 23 - Nov. 21 Nov. 22 - Dec. 21 Dec. 22 - Jan. 19
May 21 - June 20 June 21 - July 22
Have you considered trying a new 
restaurant every once in a while? I know, I 
know, Cook Out always hits the spot after 
a rough day, but Bowling Green has the 
most restaurants per capita in the U.S. (or 
something like that). Make use of them! 
Oh, and eat more kale.
Think of all the places you go on a regular 
basis. Do you know everything there is 
to know about them? Go back and find 
a secret somewhere you’ve never looked 
before. I bet Target has some really juicy 
ones. Eat more salsa.
Have you ever felt like a superhero with 
one mortal nemesis, that singular person 
who stands in the way of all your hopes 
and dreams? That nemesis is powerless. Go 
do you. (you can keep the cool superhero 
outfit on.) Eat more cranberries.
Even though you’re capable of so much, 
not every problem needs to be fixed. 
Sometimes when you break a plate, you 
should throw it away instead of super 
gluing it back together. Or, keep it as a neat 
avant-garde sculpture. Eat more rice.
Not everyone can be as interesting as you, 
but hey, you can always turn your journals 
into memoirs! And if they don’t sell, you’ll 
at least be able to stock a shelf full of 
books with your own face on it. Eat more 
homemade cake.
It’s been a while since you took a break, 
Cancer. Go to a salt cave and feel the 
spiritual toxins seep out your pores … or 
light a candle and take a long nap. Your 
aesthetic Tumblr blog will still be there 







March 21 - April 19
Sept. 23 - Oct. 22
Jan. 20 - Feb. 18 Feb. 19 - March. 20
July 23 - Aug. 22 Aug. 23 - Sept. 22
At this time of year, I’m sure you feel 
like your body is invincible, right? Enjoy 
that feeling for as long as it lasts. Build a 
treehouse, climb a building — anything 
to swat away that pesky awareness of 
mortality! Eat more strawberries.
Going to a city park with friends is an 
unbeatable warm-weather activity. Get 
outside and feel the glow from the sun and 
your friends’ smiling faces. Try not to get 
conked by a stray frisbee. Eat more fun 
pizza toppings.
Your brain has been a factory, producing 
all kinds of neat and useful stuff. But now, 
consider turning that factory into a cool 
hipster DIY space and stop worrying about 
making useful things. You could even paint 
a mural on the side! Eat more in general.
There’s no need to try so hard at the basics 
of life; it’s OK to let things come naturally. 
Existing is itself an art — think of that the 
next time you want to dye your hair and 
move to the woods of New Hampshire to 
write poetry. Eat more fancy cheese.
Go on a road trip! But not the kind you’re 
thinking of. No, go alone and drive around 
the emptiest, wildest part of a place you’ve 
never been. Discover your true soul among 
the quiet and the untouched. And don’t 
forget to pack sunscreen! Eat more carrots.
Have you spent any time with your old 
self lately? Reach for a notebook from a 
few years ago and say hello. Old you will 
almost always surprise you — and not in a 
bad way. Or, not always in a bad way. You 
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